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BEGGAR, PLAYER. 


BEGGAR, 
F poverty be a title to poetry, I am ſure no body can 


5 diſpute mine. I own myſelf of the Company of 


', Beggars; and 1 make one at their weekly feſtivals at St. 
Giles. I have a ſmall yearly ſalary for my catches, 
and am welcome to a dinner there whenever 1 pleaſe, 
+ which is more than moſt poets can ſay. 


Player. As we live by the Muſes, it is but gratitude 


in us to encourage poetical merit wherever we find it. 
The Muſes, contrary to all other ladies, pay no diſtine- 
tion to dreſs, and never partially miſtake the pertneſs of 
embroidery for wit, nor the modeſty of want for dulnefs, 


ceeſs heartily. 
07 _ Beppare This piece I own was originally writ for the 
> celebrating the marriage of Fames Chanter and Hall 


Ia, two moſt excellent ballad-fingers. I have intro- 


duced the fimilies that are in all your celebrated Operas 2 


& c. Beſides I have a priſon ſcene, which the ladies al- 
ways reckon charmingly pathetic. As to the parts, I 
have obſerved ſuch a nice impartiality to our two ladies, 
that it is impoſſible for either of them to take offence, I 
hope I may be forgiven, that I have not made my Opera 


throughout unnatural, like thoſe in vogue; for I have no 
reecitative; excepting this, as I have conſented to have 


neither Prologue nor Eptlogue, it muſt be allowed an 
Opera in all its forms. The piece indeed hath been here- 
tofore frequently repreſented by ourſelves in our great 
room at St. Giles S, ſo that I cannot too often acknow- 
ledge your charity in bringing it now on the ſtage, 
Player. But 1 ſee it is time for us to withdraw; the 


ture. 5 {[Exeunt, 


he the author who he will, we puſh his play as far as it 
will go. 80 (though oy are in want) 1 I with you ſye- 


The Swallow, the Moth, the Bee, the Ship, the Flower, 


Actors are pre 2paring to begin, Play away the over- 5 


A 2 Dramatis 


oo 
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Suky Tawdry, 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 
M E N. 
|  Drury-Lane. Cvvent Garden. 
Peachum, Mr. Moody. Mr. Wilſon. 
IL.ockit, Mr. Branſpy. Mr. Dunſtall. 
Macheath, Ar. Vernon, Mr. Mattocks. 
Filch, b Mr. Parſons. Mr. Wewltzr. 


Jemmy Twitcher, Y . Mr. Wright. 
Crookhnger'd Jack 80 Mr. Wrighten. 


Wat. Dreary, 8 Mr. Norris. 
Nobin of Bagſhot, 2 ] Mr, Carpenter. 
Nimming Ned, f \ Mr. Griffith. 
Harry Paddington, J 
Mat. of the Mint, 1 = Mr. Kear. Mr. Baker. 
Ben Eudge, J= (Ar. Burtop, Ar. Ledger. 
 Bepgar, Ar. Waldron. Mr. Bates. 
Player, Ir. Whitficld, Mr. Thompſon. 


Cenftadle, Drawer, Tarviey, A a 


06 8 


5 8 w OME N. FFT: 
Ars. Peachum, Mrs. Love. Mrs. Pitt. 
Polly Peachum, Mrs. Smith. Miſs Brown. 
Lucy Lockit, Ars. Wrighten. Miſs Catley. 
Diana Trapes, 8 Mrs. Bradſhaw. Airs. White. 


Mrs. Coaxer, Ars. Millidge. Mrs. Whitfield. 


Mrs. Johnfton. Ars. Green. 
Mrs. Smith. Miſes Green, 
| Af), Brathw ait. A/, Reward, 


Mrs. Slammerkin 


= 
Dolly Trull, | ® | Mrs. Muſgrove. 
Mrs. Vizen, | by Miſg Platt. 
Betty Doxy, Me, Palmer. | 
Jenny Diver, ( J Mrs, Davies, Mrs. Pouſſim 
E 
= 


Nagl Brazen, 


ſon.) 
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BEGGAR's OPERA. 


| TO eee 222; 


A © T L 
8 C E N E E, Peachum- 8 Houſe. 


Peachum fa ou at a table, with a large book of accounts | 
before him. 


AIR I. An old woman cloathed in grey. 


2 H ROUGH all the employment. of life 
FE ach neighbour abuſes his brotlier; 
Ihore and rogue they call huſband and wife : 
All profeſſions be rogue one another, 
The prieſt calls the lawyer a cheat, 
The lawyer be- knaves the di vine; 
And the Rateſman, becauſe he's ſo great, 
Thinks his trade as honeſt as mine, 


A lawyer is an honeſt employment, ſo i is mine, Like 


me too he acts in a double capacity, both againſt rogues 


and for em; for tis but fitting that we ſhould protect 


and encourage cheats, ſince we live by e Em, 


Enter Filch. 
_ Filch. vir; Black Moll has ſeat word her hat comes 


on in the afternoon, and ſhe hopes you will order matters 
ſo as to bring her off. 


Peach. Why, ſhe may plead her belly at worſt; to my 
knowledge ſhe hath taken care of that ſecurity. But as 
the wench is very active and induſtrious, you may ſa- 


tisfy her wat PI. ſoften the evidence. 


A 3 File. 


6 TRE BEGGAR's OPERA. 
Plel. Tom Gagg, Sir, is found guilty, 


Peach. A lazy dog! When 1 took him the time before, 
J told him what he would come to if he did not mend his 


| hand, This is death without reprieve. I may venture 
to book him: [writes] for Tom Gagg, forty pounds, 
Let Betty Sly know that l'Il ſave her from tranſportation, 
for I can get more by her ſtaying in England, 
 Filch.+Betty hath brought more goods into our lock 


this year than any five of our gang ; and in truth, 'tis 


pity to lofe ſo good a cuſtomer. 


Peach. If none of the gang takes her off, ſhe may, in 


the common courſe of buſineſs, live a twelvemonth 


longer. I love to let women ſcape. A good ſportſman 


always lets the hen-partridges fly, becauſe the breed of 


the game depends upon them. Beſides, here the law al- 
| lows us no reward: there is nothing to be got by the 


death of women——except our wives. e 
Filch. Without diſpute, ſhe is a fine woman ! *I'was 
to her I was obliged for my education, (to fay a bold 


word) ſhe hath train'd up more young fellows to the bu- 


fineſs, than the gaming-table. | 
Peach. Truly, Fiich, thy obfervation is right, We 


and the ſurgeons are more beholden to women, than all 


the profeſſions beſides. 
Aix II. The bonny grey-ey'd morn, &c. 
Filch, *Tis women that ſeduces all mankind, | 
By her we firſt were taught the wheedling art,; 
der very eyes can cleat ; when moſt ſhe's kind, 
HShe tricks us of our money with our hearts, 
For her, like wolves by night we roam for prey, 
And practiſe ev'ry fraud to bribe her charms ; 
For ſuits of love, like law, are wen by pay, 
And beauty muſt be fee d into gur arms. 


Peach. Put make hafte to Newgate, boy, and let my 


friends know what I intend ; for 1 love to make them 


'£aly one way or other, 


Filch, When a gentleman is long kept in ſuſpence, 


penitence may break his ſpirit ever after. Beſdes, cer- 
-Ainty gives a man a good air upon his trial, and makes _ 
him riſque another withaut fear or ſcruple. But 1U 
Ds | away, 
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THE BEGGAR's OPERA. 7 
away, for 'tis a pleaſure to be the meſſenger of comfort 
to friends in affliction. [ Exit. 

Peach. But tis now high time to look about me for a 


decent execution againſt next ſeſſions, I Hate a lazy 


rczue, by whom one can get nothing till he is hang d. 
F. regiſter of the gang. [ Reading.) Crook-finger d Fac, 


A year and a half in the ſervice : Let me ſce how much 


the ſtock owes to his induſtry ; one, two, three, four, 
five gold watches, and ſeven filver ones. A mighty clean- 
handed fellow! Sixteen ſnuff- boxes, five of them of true 


gold. Six dozen of handkerchiefs, four filver-hilted 
ſwords, half a dozen of ſhirts, three tyr-periwigs, and 
a piece of broad cloth. Confidering theſe are only the 
fruits of his leiſure hours, I don't know a prettier fellow, 


for no man alive hath a more engaging preſence of miud 
upon the road.—//at. Dreary, alias Brown Will, an 


 trregular dog, who hath an underhand way of diſpoſing of 


his goods. I Il try him only for a feſſions or two longer 


upon his good behaviour. Harry Paddington, a poor 
 petty-larceny raſcal, without the leaſt gen ius; that fel- 


low, though he were to live for fix months, will never 
come to the gallows with any credit. — Slippery Sam; he 
goes off the next ſeſſions, for the villain hath the impu- 
dence to have views of following his trade as a taylor, 


- which he calls an honeſt employment. — Mat. of the Mint; 


lifted not above a month ago, a promiſing ſturdy fellow, 
and diligent in his way; ſomewhat too bold and haſty, 
and may raiſe good contributions on the public, if he 


does not cut himſelf ſhort by murder.—Tom Trpple, a 


guzzling ſoaking ſot, who is always too drunk to ſtand 


| kimſelf, or to make others ſtand. A cart is abſolutely 


neceſſary for him. Robin of Bag ſhot, alias Gorgon, 


alias Bluff Bob, alias Carbuncle, alias Bob Booty, 


Enter Mrs. Peachum. 


Mrs. Peach. What of Bob Booty, huſband ? I hope 
nothing bad hath betided him. You know, my dear, 


he's a favourite cuſtomer of mine. "Twas he made me a 

preſent of this ring. 9 

Peach. I have ſet his name down in the black: liſt, 

that's all, my dear; he ſpends his life among women, 

and as ſoon as his money is gone, one or other ” the 
| | lacie 


4 r 


8 Taz BEGGAR's OPERA. 
Ladies will hang him for the reward, and mere 5 forty 


pounds loſt to us for ever, _ 
Mrs. Peach. You know, my dear, | never meddle in 


matters of death; l always leave thoſe affairs to you. 


Women inctecd are bitter bad judges in theſe caſes, for 


they ate ſo partial to the brave, that they think every 
: man handſome u ho ts going to the camp or the gallows, 


AIR III. Cold and raw, &c. 
; ＋ any wench Venus's girdle wear, 
| touglh fhe be never fo ugly, 
= Ls 284 roſes will quickly appear, 
And her face look wond'rous ſmuggly. 
Beneath the left year, ſo fit but a cord, 
(A refe 10 charming a Zone is 1) 
T he youth in the cart hath the air of a lord, 
And we cry, T here dies an Adonis! 


But really, huſband, you ſhould not be too hard- be 


for you never had a finer, braver ſet of men than at pre- 


ſent, We have not bad a murder among them all, theſe 


| ſeven months. And truly, MF os "that is a great 
blefling. 

Peach. What a dickens is the woman always a whim- 
pering about murder for ? No gentleman is ever look'd 
upon the worſe for killing a man in his own defence; 
and if buſmeſs cannot be carried on without it, what 


would you have a gentleman do? 


Mrs. Peach. If | am in the wrong, my dear, you 
XP" excuſe me, for nobody can help the 1 of an 


over-{crupulous conſcience. 
Peach. Murder is as fait:ionable a crime as a man can 


be guilty of. How meny tine gentlemen have we in 
Newgate every year, purely upon that article? If they 
have wherewithal to perſuade the jury to bring it in man- 
flaughter, what are they the wore for it? So, my dear, 


have done upon this ſubject. Was captain Macheath 
here this morning, for the bank notes he left with you 
laſt weck? 

Mrs. Peach. Yes, my 4 ; and though the Bank 
hatk ſtopt payment, he was ſo cheartul and fo agreeable ! 
Sure there is not a finer gentleman upon the road than the 
captain! If he comes from Bag ſhot at any Rs 

our, 
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THE BEGGAR's OPERA. 9 


four, he hath promis'd to make one this evening with 


Polly, we, and Bob Booty, at a party of quadrille. 
Pray, my dear, is the captain rich? 

Peach. The captain keeps too good company ever to 
grow rich, Marybone and the chocolate-houſes are his 
undoing. The man that propoſes to get money by play, 
ſhould have the education of a fine gentleman, and be 
uind up to it from his youth, 

Mrs. Peach. Really l am ſorry on Polly s account, the 
captain hath not more diſcretion. What buſineſs hath he 
to keep company with lords and gentlemen ?. be ſhould 


leave them to prey upon one another. 


Peach. Upon Polly's account What, a plague, does 
the woman mean? Upon Polly's account 

Ars. Peach. Captain Macheath is very fond of the girl. | 

Peach. And what then? 

Mrs, Peach. If I have any ſkill in the ways of women, 
J am ſure Polly thinks hims a very pretty man. +9 

Peach, And what then? you would not be ſo mad to 
have the wench marry him! Gameſters and highwayman 
are generally very good to their whores, but oy are 


very devils to their wives. 


Mrs. Peach. But if Polly ſhould be in love; how | 
ſhould we help her, or how can ſhe help herſelf ? Poor 


girl, I'm in the utmoſt concern about her. 


Ark IV. Why is your faithful ſlave diſdain qd? 
ff love the virgin's heart invade, N 
1 like a moth, the fimple maid 
Still plays about the flame ! 
FL ſoon ſhe be not made a wife, 
er honour's fing'd, and then for life, 


Se s—what I dare not name. | 
Peach. Look ye, wife. A handſome wench, in our 


way of buſineſs, is as profitable as at the bar of a Temple 


coffee-houſe, who looks upon it as her livelihood to 
grant every liberty but one. You ſee I would indulge 
the girl as far as prudently we can, in any thing, but 
marriage! After that, my dear, how ſhould we be fafe ? 
are we not then in her hutband's power? for a huſband 
bath the abſolute power over all a wife's ſecrets, but her 
enn. If the girl had the diſcretion of a court lady, who 
| Can 


2 2 7. 
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can have a dozen young fellows at her ear, without com- 


plying with one, I ſhould not matter it ; but Polly is 
tinder, and a ſpark will at once ſet her on a flame, 


Married If the wench does not know her own profit, 


ſure ſhe knows her own pleaſure better than to make 
hefſelf a property]! My daughter to me ſhould be like a 


court lady to a minifter of ſtate, a key to the whole gang. 
Married! If the affair is not already done, Ill terry 


her from it, by the example of our neighbours. 
Mrs. Peach, May-hap, my dear, you may injure the 


girl. She loves to imitate the fine ladies, and ſhe may 
only allow the captain liberties in the view of intereſt. 


Peach, But tis your duty, my dear, to warn the girl 


againſt her ruin, and to inſtruct her how to maks the 
moſt of her beauty. I'll go to her this moment, andi ſift 


her. In the mean time, wife, rip out the coronets and 
marks of theſe dozen of cambric handkerchiefs, for I can 


_ diſpoſe of them this afternoon to a chap in the _ 6 
Mrs. Peach. Never was a man more out of the way in 
an argument, than my hufband! Why muſt our Polly, 


forſooth, differ from her ſex, and love only her huf- 


band? And why muſt our Polly's marriage, contrary to 
all obſeryatipn, make her the leſs follow'd by other 
men? All men are thieves in love, and like a woman 
the better for being another's property. 


Alk V. Of all the ſimple things we do, &c. 
A maidiis like the golden ore, | 
Michi hath guineas intrinfical in't, 
M ligſe worth is never known, before 
Jt is try'd and impreft in the mint. 
A wife's like a guinea in gold, 
Stampt with the name of her ſpouſe; 
No here, now there ; is bought, or is fold; 
And is current in every houſe. 5 


| Enter Filch. 8 8 
Mrs. Peach. Come hither, Filch. I am as fond of this 


child as though my mind miſgive me he were my own. 
Hie hath as fine a hand a! picking a pocket as a woman, 


and is as nimble-finger'd as a juggler. If an unlucky 
2 5 ſeſſion 


Tux BEGGAR's OPERA. 11 


7 ſeffions does not cat the rope of thy life, 1 pronounce, 
boy, thou wilt be a great man in hiſtory, Where was 
_ your poſt laſt night, my boy? 

Filch. I ply'd at the Opera, madam ; and confidering 
ewas neither dark nor rainy, ſo that there was no great 
© hurry in getting chairs and coaches, made a tolerable 
hand on't. Theſe ſeven handkerchiefs, madam. 

Mrs. Peach. Colour'd ones, I fee. They are of ſure. 

ſale from our warehouſe at Redriff among the ſeamen, 

Filch. And this ſnuff box. | 

Mrs. Peach, Set in gold! A pretty encouragement 
this to a young beginner. 

Filch. I had a fair tug at a charming gold watch. 


Pox take the taylors for making the fobs ſo deep and 

narrow! It ſtuck by the waz, and I was forced to make 

my eſcape under a coach. Really, madam, I fear 1 

ſhall be cut off in the flower of my * ſo that every 

now and then (ſmce I was pumpt) I have thoughts of 
taking up and going to ſea. 


Mrs. Peach. You ſhould go to Hockley-in-the-holt, and 


10 Marybone, child, to learn valour. Theſe are the 
ſchools that have bred ſo many brave men. I thought, 


boy, by this time, thou hadſt loſt fear as well as ſname. 


Poor lad! how little does he know yet of the Old Batley! 
For the firſt fact I Il inſure thee from being hang d; and 
going to ſea, Filch, will come time enough upor à ſen- 
| tence of tranſportation. But now, fince you have no- 


thing better to do, ev'n go to your book, and learn your 


Catechiſm ; for really a man makes but an ill figure in 


the Ordinary” s paper, who cannot give a ſatisfactory 


anſwer to his queſtions. But, hark you, my lad, Don't 
tell me a lye; for you know I hate a lyar. Do you 


know of any thing that hath paſt between captain Mac- 


Heath and our Polly? 


Filch. I beg you, madam, don't aſk me; for I muſt 


| Piber tell a lye to you, or to miſs Polly ; for 1 promiſed. 


her [I would not tell, 
| Mrs, Peach, But when the ende of our family is 
Concern 4— 
Filch. 1 ſhall lead a ſad life with mile Polly, if ever 
4 comes to know I told you. Beſides, I would not 
| | ns y forfeit my cun honour by betraying any body. 


275. 
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12 TRR BEG GAR's OPERA. 
Mrs. Peach. Yonder comes my huſhand and Polky, 


| Come, Filch, you ſhall go with me into my own room, 
8 and tell me the whole ſtory, LIL give thee a glaſs of a 
| moſt delicious cordial that I keep for my own drinking. 
[Excunt, 
| EY | "Kar Pein and Polly. V * 
| Pats I know as well as any of the fine ladies how to 5 


make the moſt of myſelf and of my man too. A woman 
knows how to be mercenary, though ſhe hath never been 
in a court or at an aſſembly, We have it in our natures, 
papa. If I allow captain Macheath ſome trifling liber- 
ties, I have this watch and other vifible marks of his 


= favour to ſhow for it. A girl who cannot grant ſome 
| things, and refuſe what is the mofl material, will make 
but a poor hand of her beauty, and ſoon be thrown _ 5 

the common. 1 

: 0 K VI. What ſhall I do to 8 how much I love her? I 

s are like the fair flower in its luſtre, 5 

+ hich in the garden enamels the ground! 5 


Near it the bees in play flutter and aher, 
And gaudy butterflies frolick around. 
But, when once pluck'd, tis no longer elluring, 
o Covent Garden tis ſent, (as yet ſweet} 
| T here fades, and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all enduring, 
dis, ſtinks, and dies, and is trod under feet, 


Peaci.. You know, Polly, I am not againſt your toy- 
ing and trifling with a cuſtomer in the way of bufineſs, 
or to get out a ſecret, or ſo. But if I find out that you 
have play d the fool and are married, you jade you, I'll '% 
cut your throat „ huſfſy. Now you know: my mind, 14 


1 
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Enter Mrs. Peachum. | 7 

A1R VII. O London is a fine town, = 

Mrs. Peachum, [in @ very great paſſion.] 55 

Our Polly is a ſad ſlut! nor heeds what we have taught her, & 

I wonder any man alive will ever rear a daughter! 
For WL muft have both hoods and gowns, and hoops te 

well her pride, 


With ſcarfs and ſtays, and gloves and lace ; and ſhe will {| 
have men 1 
t y 


Tux BEGGAR's OPERA. 13 
And when ſhe's dreft with care and cgſt, all-tempting, 


fine and gay, 4K | : | 
A; men would ſerve a cucumber, ſhe flings herſelf away. 


You baggage ! you huſſy! you inconfiderate jade! had 
you been hang'd, it would not have vex d me, for that 
might have been your misfortune ; but to do ſuch a mad 
thing by choice! The wench is married huſband, 
Peach. Married? the captain is a bold man, and will 
tiſque any th ing for money; to be ſure he believes her a 
fortune. Do you think your mother and I ſhould have 
liv'd comfortably ſo long together, if ever we had been 
married? Baggage 1 5 A 
Ms. Peach, | knew ſhe was always a proud ſlut ; and 
now the wench hath play'd the fool and married, becauſe = 
for ſooth ſhe would do like the gentry. Can you ſupport 
the expence of a huſband, huſſy, in gaming, drinking, 
and whoring ? have you money enough to carry on the 
daily quarrels of man and wife about who ſhall ſquander 
moſt? There are not many huſbands and wives, who can 
bear the charges of plaguing one another in a handſome 
way. If you muſt be married, could you introduce no- 
body into our family but a highwayman ? Why, thou 
foolith jade, thou wilt be as ill us d, and as much ne- 
glected, as if thou hadſt marited a lord ! = 

Peach, Let not your anger, my dear, break through 
the rules of decency, for the captain looks upon himſelf 
in the military capacity, as a gentleman by his profeſſion. 
Befides what he hath already, I know he is in a fair way 
of getting, or of dying; and both theſe ways, let me 
tell you, are moſt excellent chances for a wife. Tell 
me, huſſy, are you ruin'd, or no? | | 

Mrs. Peach. With Polly's fortune, ſhe might very 
well have gone off to a perſon of diſtinction, Yes, that 
you might, you pouting flut ! ge. ns 
Peach. Whit, is the wench dumb? Speak, or I'll 
make you plead by ſqueezing out an anſwer from you, 
Are you really bound wite to him, or are you only upon 
liking? +. - N [ Pinches her. 

Polly. Oh! 5 Screaming. 

Mrs, Peach, How the mother is to be pitied who hath 
handſome daughters! Locks, bolts, bars, and lectures 
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of mortality are nothing to them: they break through 
them all. They have as much pleaſure in cheating a 
father and mother, as in cheating at cards. 

Peach. Why, Polly, I ſhall ſoon know if you are 


married, by Macheath's keeping from our houſe, 
Alk VIII. Grim king of the ghoſts, &c. 


| Polly. Can love be contrould by advice? 


Hill. Cupid: our motliers obey 2 
2 hough my heart were as frozen as ice, 
At his flame *twould-have- melted away. 
I lien he kiſi me ſo cloſely he-preft, 
Tas ſo ſweet, that I muſt have. comply d: 
Sd I thought it both ſafeſt. and beſt | 
To marry, for fear you ſhould, chide. 


Mrs, Prach, Then all hopes of our family are gone 


| for ever and ever! 


Peach. And: Macheath may hang ls father and mo- 


ther-in-law, in hopes to get into iheir daughter's fortune. 
Polly. I did not marry him (as tis the faſhion) coolly 
and deliberately for honour or money. But, I love him. 
Mrs, Peach. Love him! worſe and: worſe ! I thought 
the girl had been better bred. Oh huſband, huſband ! 


her folly makes me mad! my head ſwims ! Pm dif- 


tracted! I can't ſupport myſelf—Oh 1 [ Faints, 


Peach, See, wench, to what a condition you have re- 
duced your poor mother! a glaſs of cordial, this inſtant. 
How the poor woman takes it to heart! 


[Polly goes out and returns with it. 


Att buffy, this is the only comfort your mother has left. 
Pelly. Give her another glaſs, fir; my mama drinks: 
double the quantity whenever ſhe is out of order. This, 


you fee, fetches her. 
Mrs. Peach, The girl ſows ſuch a readineſs, and fo 


much concern, that 1 could almoſt — in a heart to 
forgive her. 


Alk IX. O Jenny, O Fenny, . haſt thou 5 
O Polly, you might have toy'd and łiſt. 
By keeping men off, you keep them on. 
Polly. But he ſo teaz d me, | 
| | And he jo pleas d me, 
Fhat J did, 30u muſt have dene. 
Mr, 
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Mrs, Peach. Not with a highwayman,——Yaou ſorty 
Nut ! 


Peach. A word with you, wife, Tis no new thing 


for a wench to take a man without conſent of parents. 


You know 'tis the frailty of woman, my dear. 
Mrs. Peach. Yes, indeed, the ſex is frail. But the 


fn ſt time a woman is frail, ſhe ſhould be ſomewhat nice 


methinks, for then or never is the time to make her for- 
tune. After that, ſhe hath nothing to do but to guard 


herſelf from being found out, and ſhe may do what ſhe 


pleaſes. 
Peach. Make yourſelf a little eaſy ; I have a thought 


ſhall ſoon ſet all matters again to rights, Why ſo me- 
lancholy, Polly? ſince what is done cannot be undone, 
we muſt all endeavour to make the beſt of it. 


Mrs, Peach. Well, Polly; as far as one woman can 
forgive anether, 1 forgive thee, —Your father is too 


fond of you, huſſy. 


Polly. Then all my ſorrows are at an end. 2 | 
Mrs. Peach. A mighty likely ores + in _ for a 


wench who is juſt married! 


AIR X. Thomas, | canned, . 


c Polly. 1, like a ſhip i in florms, was tft; 


Yet afraid to put in to land; 
e e in the port the veſſel's 4%. 
Wife treaſure is contraband. 
The waves are laid, 

My duty's paid, 
O7 Joy "ha expreſſion ! 
Thus, ſafe a-fhore, 
aſk no more, 


75 all is in ty poſſeſſion, 5 
Peach. I hear cuſtomers in t'other room ; gb, tafk 


with em, Polly ; but come to us again, as ſoon as they 


are gone,—But, harb ye, child, if tis the gentleman 
who was here yeſterday about the repeating watch, ſay, 
you believe we can't get intelligence of it, till to-morrow. 


For J lent it to Suky Stradale, to make n figure with to- 


night at a tavern in Drecy-Lene, If ether gentleman 


calls for the filver-hilted (word, you know 3 
Jemmy hath it on, and he doth not come from Tunbri 
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till T weſday night; ſo that it cannot be had till then. 


[Exit Polly.) Dear wife, be a little pacified. Don't 


let your paſſion run away with your ſenſes. Polly, I 
grant you, hath done a raſh thing. | 
Mrs. Peach. If ſhe had had only an intrigue with the 


fellow, w by the very beft families have excus'd and hud- 


dled up a frailiy of that ſort. 'Tis marriage, kutband, 


that makes it a blemiſh. 


Peach, But money, wife, is the true fuller's earth for 
reputations, there is not a ſpot or ſtain but what it can 
take out. A rich rogue now-a-days is fit company for 
_ any gentleman ; and the world, my dear, hath not ſuch 
a contempt for roguery as you imagine. I tell you, wife, 


can make this match turn to advantage. 
rs. Peach, 1 am very ſenſible, huſband, that captain 
Macheath is worth money, but 1 am in doubt whether he 


bath not two or three wives already, and then, if he 
| ſhould die in a ſeſſion or two, Pclly's dower would come 
into diſpute, _ 


Peach. That, indeed, is a point which ought to. be 


conf der d. 


1 XI. 78 Soldier and a Sailor, 


A fox may fteal yon r hens, fir, 
A whore your health and pence, fir, 
Tour daughtcr rob your cheft, fir, 
 Yeur wife may fteal your reſt, fir, 
LS” thief your goods and plate, 
2 this is all but picking, 5 | 
With reft, pence, chefl, and chicken ; ; 
| It ever was decreed, fr, 
If lawyer's hand is feed, fir, . 
He fteals your whole ęſtate. 


The lawyers are bitter enemies to thoſe in our way, 


They don't care that any body ou. — a  clandeftine 


nenen but themſelves. 


Enter Polly. | 
Polly. Tas only Nimming Ned. He brought in a 


damaſk window curtain A hoop-petticoat, a pair of filver 


candleſticks, a periwig, and one filk ſtock ing, from the 
tire that happen'd laſt night, 


Peach, 
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F r ̃ —ꝛ du... ᷑ ůAͥÃ̃ TL . ß \ Rr For e 
2 7 4 Hy a . 1 2222 to v 8 * 9] 2 * I 3 A 2 23 * * 3 22 To 
era ty a c EN I EO CONN > c . 2 a 
, K . N 


. F 2 ng 


; MTA * 1 a 
r 28 Wr e 43 (Why OF 
RENE) eG . EAT 2 
. Ki a beet ten: edt ne, CIS 
* 


Taz BEGGAR's OPERA. 17 


Peach. There is not à fellow that is cleverer in bis 


way, and ſaves more goods out of the fire than Nea. 
But now, Polly, to your affair; for matters muſt not be 


leit as they are. You are married then, it ſeems ! ? 
Polly. Les, fir. 
Peach, And how do you propoſe to live, child? 
Polly. Like other women, fir, upon the induſtry of 
niy huſband. 
Mrs. Peach. w hat, is the weneh turn d fool? A high- . 
wayman's wife, like a ſoldier” 5, hath as little of his Py” 
as of his company. _ 
Peach. And had not you the common views of a gen- | 


tlewoman in your marriage, Polly? 


Polly. I don't know what you mean, fir. 

Peacn, Of a jointure, and of being a widow. 

Polly. But I love him, fir : how then could I have 
thoughts of parting with him ? 

Peach, Parting with him ! Why, that is the whole 


ſcheme and intention of all marriage-articles. The com- 


fortable eſtate of widoꝝ hood is the only hope that keeps 
up a wife's ſpirits. Where is the woman who would 
ſcruple to be a wife, if the had it in her power to be a 
widow whenever ſhe pleas d? If you have any views of 
this ſort, Polly, I ſhall think. the match not ſo very un- 
reaſonable. _ 
Polly. How I dread to hear your advice ! 1 Vet I muſt 
beg you to explain yourſelf, _ 
Peach, Secure what he hath got, have b im peach d the 


next ſeſſions, and then at once you are made a rich. 


WIGOW, 
Polly. What, der” 5 man I love! The blood runs 
014 at my heart with the very thought of it. . 
Peach. Fye, Polly! what hath murder to do in - 


affair ? Since the thing ſconer or later muſt Pappen, I 


dare ſay, the captain himſelf would like that we ſhould 7 


get the reward for his death ſooner than a ſtranger. 
Why, Polly, the captain knows, that as tis his employ» 2 


ment to rob, ſo tis ours to take robbers ; every man in 


his buſin:(s. So that there is no malice in the caſe, 


Mrs, Peach. Ay, huſband, now you have nick'd the 
matter. To have him peach d is the only 4 bing could 


ever make me forgive her. 
B 3 AIR 
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A1R XII. Now ponder well, ye parents dear. 
Polly, Oh, ponder well ! be not ſevere ; 


To ſave a wretched wife 
For on the rope that hangs my dear, 
Depends poor Polly's life. 


Mrs. Peach. But your duty to your parents, buſſy, 


| obliges you to hang him. What would many a wife 


give for ſuch an opportunity ! 


Poll;, What is a jointure, what is widowhood to me? 


I know my heart, I cannot ſurvive him. 


5 Alx XIII. Le printemps rapelle aux armes. 


Tue turtle thus with plaintive crying f 
Her lover dying, 

The turtle thus with plaintive crying 
Laments her dove. 


| Down ſhe drops quite ſpent with Igling, 
Pair d in death, as pair d in love. 


Thus, ſir, it will happen to your poor Polly. 


Mrs. Peach. What, is the fool in love in at then? 


I hate thee for being particular : : Why, 3 thou art 


a ſhame to thy very ſex, 
Polly. But hear me, mother. If you ever 10d 


Mrs. Peach. Thoſe curſed play-books ſhe reads have 


been her ruin. One word more, huffy, and I ſhall 
knock your brains out, if you have any. 


Peach, Keep out of the way, Pelly , for fear of miſ- 
chief, and conſider of u hat is propos d to you. 


Mrs. Peach. Away, tuſſy, Haug your huſband, and 


be dutiful. | Polly lifiening.] Ihe thing, huſband, 
muſt and ſhall be done. For the ſake of intelligence 
we muſt take other meaſures, and have him peach d the 


next ſeſſions without her content. If ſhe wil not know 
her duty, we know ours, 


Peach, But really, my dear, it grieves one's bane to 
take off a great man. When I confider his perſonal 


bravery, his tine ſtratagem, how much we have already 
got by him, and how much more we may get; me- 


thinks I can't find in my heart to have a hand in his 
death. I wiſb you could have made Polly undertake it. 


Mr. | 
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Mrs. Peach. But in a caſe of neceſſity our own lives 
are in danger. 


Peach. I hen, indeed, we muſt comply with the cuſ- 
toms of the world, and make gratitude give way to in- 


tereſt. — He ſhall be taken off. 


Mrs. Peach. I'll undertake to manage Polly. 
Peach. And I'll prepare matters for the Oi Bailey. 
Exeunt Peachum and Mrs, Peachum. 
Polly. Now I'm a wretch, indeed Methinks | ſee 
him already in the cart, ſweeter and more lovely than the 
noſegay in his hand ?—T' hear the crowd extolling his 
reſolution and intrepidity What vollies of fighs are 


ſent from the windows of Holborn, that ſo comely a 
| youth ſhould be brought to diſgrace l ſee him at the 


tree! the whole circle are in tears even butchers weep ! 


ac Ketch himſelf hefitates to perform his duty, 


and would be glad to loſe his fee, by a reprieve. What 


then will become of Polly !—As yet I may inform him 


of their defign, and aid him in bis eſcape.—lt ſhall be 


o. Bui then he flies, abſents himfelf, and I bar myſelf 


from his dear, dear converſation ! that too will diſtract 
me. —If he keeps out of the way, my papa and mama 
may in time relent, and we may be happy.— lf he ſtays, 
he is hang d, and then he is loſt for ever !—He intended 


to lie conceal d in my room, 'till the duſk of the even- 


ing: If they are abroad Ill this inſtant let him out, left 
ſome accident ſhould prevent him, 


Exit, and returns with Macheaths 
Ai XIV. Pretty Parrot, ſay, &c. 


Mach. Pretty Polly, ſay, 


hen I was away, 
Did your fancy never flray 


To fome newer lover? 


Polly. Without diſguiſe, 


Heaving figls, 
Doating eyes, 
My conſtant heart diſcover. 
Mach, Fondly let me loll ! ; 


O O pretty, pretty Poll. 


Polly. And are you as fond as ever, my dear? 
I viper my honour, my courage, ſuſpect any 


thing 


20 TIE BEGGAR's OPERA. 


thing but my love. May my piſtols miſs fire, and my 


mare flip her ſhoulder while I am purſu'd, if 1 ever 
forſake thee! 


Polly. Nay, my dear, I have no reaſon to doubt you, 


for | tind in the romance you lent me, none of the * 
| heroes were ever falſe in love. 


AIR XV. Pray, fair one, be kind. 


Mach. © My heart was ſo free, 


| 2 rov'd like a bee, 
Till Polly my paſſicn requited ; 
I. fipt each flower, 
4 chang d ev ry hour, 
Hut here ev'ry flower is united. 


Pally. Were you ſentenc'd to tranſportation, ſure, my : 


dear, you could not leave me behind you—could you? 


Mach, Is ihere any POW, "any force that could tear 


me from thee ? You might ſooner tear a penſion out of 
the hands of a courtier, a fee from a lawyer, a pretty 


woman from a looking-glafs, or any woman from qua- 
drille.— But to tear me from thee is impoſſible ! | | 


Alx XVI. Over the hills and far away. 


ere I laid in Greenland's coaſt, 
Aud in my arms embrac d my laſs; 
Warm amidft eternal froft, 

Too foon the half year's night would paſt. 


_ Polly. More T fuld an Indian ſoil, 


Son a5 the bur ning. day was clos d, 
Icculd mock the ſultry toil, | 
When on my charmer's breaft repos d.. 
Mach. And I would love you all the day, 


Polly. Every night would tifs and play, 


Mach. If with me you'd fondly frray 


Polly. Over the hills and far away. 


Polly. Yes, I would go with thee, But oh!—how ſhall. 
I Sock it? | muſt be torn from thee. We mult m 
Mach. How! part! 


Pelly. We mult, we muſt. —My papa 0 mama are 


et Fas 4 thy lite. They now, even now are in ſearch 


after thee. They are preparing evidence againſt thee, 
Thy life.depends upon a moment, 


Alx 


2 
we 
Op. 

1 
47 

SY 

2/08 

þ, +.) 

&# - 
4 18 
* 

9 
8 7 
We: 
2 72 . 
ES. 
25 
i” 2 

x +) 

4 5 


7 ˙ ed ae ne oe: ke eh D 
e ee eee eee 
De 4 * « ah” - 

* % L 8 = * * 


"thee ?. 


Polly. The boy thus, when his ſparrow! 5 fun, 75 


Tus BEGGAR's OPERA. 21 


Alx XVII. Gin thou wert mine awn thing. 


O what pain it is to part ! 
Can I leave thee, can I leave thee Z 
O what pain it is to part! 
Can thy Polly ever leave thee : 4 
But left death my love ſhould thwart, 
And bring thee to the fatal cart, | 
Thus I tear thee from my bleeding heart! 
u hence, and let me leave thee, 


One kifs and then—one kiſs—begone—farewel, 


Mach. My hand, my heart, my dear, is ſo rivcted 


to thine, that I cannot unlooſe my hold. 


Polly. But my papa may intercept thee, and then By 
fhould loſe the very glimmering of hope. A few weeks, 
perhaps, may reconcile us all. Shall TOP TOP hear from 

Mack. Muſt I then go? - C4 

Polly. And will not Wa 3 your love > 0 C1 

Mach. If you doubt it, let me ftay——and be hang'd. 

Pelly. O how I fear, how I tremble !—Go—but 

when ſafety will give you leave, you will be ſure to fee 


me 8 for till then Polly i is wretched, 


175 XVIII. O the Lens b. £ 


| Parting, and looking back at each other with fade; be 


44 one door, ſhe at the other, 


: Mach, The miſer thus a 2 ſhilling ſees 


Michi he's oblig d to pay, by. | 
With faghs reft ns it by degrees, _ 5 8 
And fears * tis gone „„ 


Tue bird in ſilence „ 
Bur ſoon as out of fight tis gone, 
Whine, whimpers, Jobs, and cries. 
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HONOUR 


ACT Ik. 
; SCE N E, A Tavern near Newgate, 5 


| Jemmy Teide Crook-fiager'd Jack, Wat. Dresty, 
Robin of Bagſhot, Nimming Ned, Harry Padding- 
ton, Matt. of the Mint, Ben. Budge, and the 188. 


| of the gang, at the table, with wie, Granly,' and 


alacco. | 


BE N. 


ur pr 'ythee, Matt, what is become of thy brother 5 


Tom ? 1 have not ſcen him fince my return from 
tranſportation. 


Man. Poor brother To om had an accident this dime 


twelvemonth ; and ſo clever a made fellow he was, that 


I could not ſave him from thoſe fleaing raſcals the Sur- 
geons; and now, poor man, he is among the otiterys at 


Surgeons Hall. 

Zn. So it ſeems, his time was come. 

Jem. But the preſent time is ours, and naked Us 
hath more. Why are the laws levell'd at us? 3 we 
more diſhoneſt than the reſt of mankind ? What we win, 


gentlemen, 1s our own vy the law of arms, and the right - 


of conqueſt, 


| Crick. Where hall we $nd Rich mother ſet of prac- 
tical philoſophers, who to a man are above the boar of 


death? 
Wat. Sound men, and true ! 1 
Robin. Ot try d courage, and indefztigadle induſtry! 


Ned, Who is there here that would not die for his 


friend ? 
Harry. Who i is there here that would betray him for 
his intereſt ? 
Matt, Show me a gang of. courtiers that can lay as 
| much, 
Bon 
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Ben, We are for a juſt partition of the world, for 


| every man-hath a right to enjoy life, 


Matt, We retrench the ſuperfluities of mankind. The 


world is avaritious, and I hate avartce; A covetous 


fellow, like a jack daw, fteals what he was never made 
to enjoy, for the ſake of hiding it. Theſe are the rob- 
bers of mankind; for money was made for the free- 


bearted and generous, and where is the injury of takin 


from another, what he hath not the heart to make uſe of! 
Jem. Our ſeveral ſtations for the day are fix d. Good | 
luck attend us all, Fill the gn. 1 


f Arg XIX. Fill ev ry glaſs, 6b. 
Matt, - Fill ev'ry glaſs, for wine e 1, 


And fires us 
With courage, love, and Joy. 
Women and wine ſhould life employ « 
I; there ought elſe on earth deſirous ? 


* Chorus Fill ev ry glaſs, Sc. 


7 them enter Macheath. | 
Mach: Gentlemen, well met; My heart hath. been 


3 with you this bour-; but an unexpected affair hath de- 


tain d me. No ceremony, | beg you, - 

Matt. We were juſt breaking up to go upon duty, 
Am l to have the honour of taking the air with you, fir, 
this evening upon the Heath ? I drink a dram now and 
then with the ſtage- coachmen in the way of friendſhip 
and intelligence; and I know that about this time there 
will be paſſengers upon the weſtern road, who are worth 


*# ſpeaking with. 


Mach. I was to have been of that party—but—— 
Matt. But what, fir? 

Mach. Is there any man who ſuſpects my courage? 

Matt. We have been witneſs of it. 5 

Mach. My honour and truth to the gang ? 

Matt. Ill be anſwerahle for it. | 

Mach. In the diviſion of our booty, have I ever ſhown 
the leuſt marks of avarice and injuſtice! _ 

Matt. By theſe queſtions ſomething ſeems to have ruf- 
fed you. Are any of us ſuſpected? 

Mach. I have a 1 fix'd. confidence, gentlemen, , in you 

1 
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all, as men of honour, and as ſuch I value and reſped 
you. Peachum is a man that 1s uſeful to us. 
Matt, I. he about to play us any foul play? I pi ſhoot 
him through the head, 
Mach, | beg you, gentlemen, at with conduct and 
diſcretion, A pittol is your laſt reſort. | 
Matt. He knows nothing of this meeting. 
Mach, Butineſs cannot go on without him. He is a 
man who knows the world, and is a neceſſary agent to 


, 


5 Aus. We have had a ſlight difference: and till it is ac- 


commodated, I ſhall Le obliged to keep out of his way. 


Any private dif pute of mine ſhall be of no ill conſequence 
to my friends, You muſt continue to act under his di- 


rection; for the moment we break looſe from him, our 
gang is ruin'd. 


Mart. As a baud to a whore, 1 grant you, he is to 
us of great convenience. x 


Aach. Make him believe I have quitted the gang, 


which I can never do but with life. At our private 


quarters I will continue to mect you. A week or ſo will 
Probably reconcile us. 


Matt. Your inſtructions hall be blerved;. 'Tis now 
high time for us to repair to our ſeveral duties; ſo till 


the evening, at our quarters in Moorfields, we bid you 
farewell. 


Mach, 1 ſhall with myſelf with you. Succeſs tend 


you. OO | Sits down melancholy at the table. 
AIR XX. March i in Rinaldo, with drums and trumpets. 


Matt. Let us take to the road. 
Hart ] I hear the ſcund of coacher? 

The hour of attack approaches, 

25 your arms, brave boys, and load. 
See the ball I hold ! 

Let the chymiſts toil like aſſes, 

Our fire their fire ſurpaſſes, 
And turns all our lead 10 gold. 


7 he gang ranged in the front of the flage, lead their © 

| Hels, and ſtick them under their girdles ; ; then go 
7 ſinging the firſt part in chorus. 

| Mach, What a fool is a fond wench ! Polly is s moſt 

confoundedly bit.——1 love the ſex: and a man who 


loves 
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loves money, might as well be contented with one guinea, 
as I with one woman, The town perhaps hath been as 
much obligd to me, for recruiting it with free-hearted 
ladies, as to any recruiting officer in the army, If it 
were not for us and the other gentlemen of the ſword, 
Drury-Lane would be uninhabited. N 
ATR XXI. Would you have a young virgin, &c. 
F the heart of a man is dehręſt with cares, 
The miſt is diſpell d when a woman appears ; 
Like the notes of a fiddle, ſhe ſweetly, ſweetly 
Raiſes the ſpirits, and charms our ears, 
Roſes and lillies her cheeks diſcloſe, 5; $i 
But her ripe lips are more ſweet than thoſe, 
Preſs her; = | 
_ Careſs lier, 
iii bliſſes, 1 
Her kiſſes . 8 ; 
 Diſſelve us in pleaſure, and ſoft repoſe, 


J muſt have women. There is nothing unbends the 
mind like them, Money is not ſo ſtrong a cordial for 


the time. rauer. [Enter Drawer ] ls the porter 
gone for all the ladies, according to my directions? 
Draw. 1 expect him back every minute. But you 


know, fir, you ſent him as far as Hockley -in-the-hole, 
for three of the ladies, for one in /inegar-yard, and for 
the reſt of them ſomewhere about Lewkner's-Lane, Sure 


ſome of them are below, for 1 hear the bar-bell.. As 
they come I will thow them up. Coming, coming. 


Enter Mrs, Coaxer, Dolly Trill, 27s. Vixen, Betty 
Doxy, Jenny Diver, Mr. Slammerkin, Suky 
Tawdry, and Molly Brazzn. Es 

Mach. Dear Mrs. Coaxer, you are welcome: you 


look charmingly to-day, I hope you don't want the re- 


pairs of quality, and lay on paint. Dolly Trull! kiſs 
me, you ſlut; are you as amorous as ever, huſſy? You 
are always ſo taken up with ſtealing hearts, that you 


don't allow yourſelf time to ſteal any thing elſe.— Ah, 
Dolly, thou wilt ever be a coquette 


Mrs. Vixen, 
I'm yours, I always lovd a woman of wit and fpirit; 
they make charming miſtreſſes, but plaguy 263 
| gs __ bÞaty. 
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Betty Dexy ! come hither, huſſy: do you drink as hard 
#S ever? you had better flick to good wholeſome beer; 
for in troth, Petty, ſtrong waters will in time ruin your 
conſtitution: you ſhould leave them to your betters.— 
What! and my pretty Jenny Diver too! as prim and 
demure as ever | There is not a prude, though ever ſo 
high bred, hath a more ſanctify'd look, with a more 
miſchievous heart: ah! thou art a dear artful hypocrite. 


Mrs. Slammerkin ! as careleſs and genteel as ever! 


all you tine ladies, who know your own beauty, affect 
undreſs, hut ſee, here's Suky Tawdry come to con- 


tradict what I was ſaying: every thing ſhe gets one way, 


ſhe lays out upon her back. Why, Suky, you muſt 


keep at leaft a dozen tally-men,—— Melly Brazen! | She 


 kiffes him.] That's well done. I love a free-hearted 


wench : thou haſt a moſt agreeable aſſurance, girl, and 


But hark! I hear muſic, 


art as willing as a turtle, 


_ The Harper is at the door. If muſic be the food of love, 
lay on. Ere you ſeat yourſelves, ladies, what think 
you of a dance? Come in, [Enter Harper.] Play the 


French tune, that Mrs. Slammeriin was ſo fond of. 


IA dance a la Ronde in the French manner; near 
ths end of it this Song and Chorus. 


AIR XXII. Cotillon. 
uus the ſeaſon wiak for j joy 5 
Love is then our duly; 
die alone who that empleys, 
Mell deſerves her beauty. 
Let f be gay, 
Hille we may, 


Beauty's a flower ur d in 45 
Chorus. Yeouth's the ſeaſon, Sc. 


Let us drink and ſport to-day, 

Ours is not to-morrow. 
Love with youth Hias fwift away, 
Age is nought but ſyrrow, 
Dance and ſing, 
Time's on the wing, | 
Life never knows the return of ſpring 
Chorus. Let us drinè, Sc. 


Mach. 
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Mach. Now, pray ladies take your places, Here, 
fellow. | Pays the Harper.] Bid the drawer bring us 
more wine. [Exit Harper.] If any of the ladies chuſe 
gin, I hope they will be ſo free as to call for it. 

Fenny. You look as if you meant me. Wine is ſtrong 
enough for me. Indeed, fir, I never drink Rrong e > 
but when I have the cholic. 

Mach. Juſt the excuſe of the fine ladies! Why, a 
lady of quality is never without the cholic,—l hope, 
Mrs, Coaxer, you have had good ſucceſs of late in your 


viſits among the mercers. 


Coax, We have ſo many interlopers. 1. with 
induſtry, one may ſtill have a little picking. I carried 
a ſilver- flower' d luſtring and a piece of black padeloy to 
Mr. Peachum's lock laſt week. 

Vix. There's Molly Brazen hath the ogle of a ENS | 


ſnake. She rivetted a linen-draper s eyes fo faſt upon | 
ber, that he was nick of three pieces of cambrick before 
he could look off. 


Braz. O dear madam !—— But ſure nothing can come 
up to your handling of laces! And then you have ſuch a 


Tweet deluding tongue! To cheat a man is nothing; but 


the woman muſt have fine part indeed, who cheats a 
woman 18 


Viz. Lace, madam, lies in a ſmall 3 and is 
of eaſy conveyance. But you are apt, madam, to think 


too well of your friends. 


Coax. If any woman hath more art than another, to 


be ſure, tis Jenny Diver. Though her fellow be never 


ſo agreeable, ſhe can pick his pocket as coolly, as if 


money were her only pleaſure, Now that is a command 


of the paſſions uncommon in a woman | 

Jenny. I never go the tavern with a man, but in the 
view of bufineſs. I have other hours, and other ſort of 
men for my pleaſure, But had I your addreſs, madam— 

Mach. Have done with your compliments, ladies; 
and drink about. You are not fo fond of me, Ten, 
as you uſe to be. 

Fenny. 'Tis not convenient, fir, to ſhow my foutnch 
among ſo many rivals. Tis your own choice, and not 


the warmth of my inclination, that will determine you. 
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AIR XXIII. All in a miſty morning. 


Before the baru- door crowing, 
The cock by hens attended, 
Lis eyes around him throwing, 
Stands fer a while ſuſpended : 
Then one he ſingles from the crew, 
And cheers the happy len; 
With how do you do, and how do. you ar, 
| And how do you do again. 
Mach. Ah Jenny ! thou art a dear ſlut, 
Trull, Pray, madam, were you ever in keeping? 
Taud. I hope, madam, I ban't been ſo long upon the 
town, but I have! met with ſome good fortune as well as 
my neighbours. 
"Trull. Pardon me, madim, I meant no harm by the 
queſtion ; 'twas only iu the way of converſation. LE 
Tawd. Indeed, madam, if 1 had not been a fool, I 


might have livd very handſomely with my laſt friend. 


But upon his mitſing five guineas, he turnd me off, 


Now | never ſuſp «ed he h: 3d counted them. 


Slam. Who do you Wo upon, madam, as your beſt 

fort of keepers ? | + 
Trull. That, madam, is thereaſter as they te, „ 
Slam. 1, madam, was once kept by a Je; and, bating 

their religion, to women they ate a good ſoit of people, 
' Tawd, Now for my part, I own | like an old fellow: 


| foe i we always make them pay for what they can't do. 


Vix. A ſpruce 'prentice, let me tell you, ladies, is no 
Il thing; they bleed freely, I have ſent at leaſt two or 
three dozen of them, in my time, to the plantitions. 

Fenny. But to be ſure, ſir, with ſo much good fortune 
as you have had upon the road, you muſt be grown. im- 
n. enſely rich. 

Macli. The road, indeed, hath done me juſtice, but | 
the gaming-table hath been my ruin. | 


"HTS. Hy s When once I lay with another man's 


wife, &c. 


"Jonny, T he gamęſlers and lawyers ore jugg'e ers alike, 


Tf they medals, your all is in danger: 
Like g yþſies, if once they can finger a ſouſe, 
Your pockets they pick, and they pilfer your houſe, 
And give your gue to a / ranger. 1 5 
A man 
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A man of courage ſhould never put any thing to the 


rifque, but his life. Theſe are the tools of a man of 
honour, Cards and dice are only fit for cowardly cheats, 


who prey upon their friends. TE 
[ She takes up his piftlols. Tawdry takes up the other. 


Tawd. This, fir, is fitter for your hand. Befides your 
loſs of money, tis a loſs to the ladies. Gaming takes 


you off from women. How fond could I be of you: | 


but before company, ttis ill bred. 8 
Mach, Wanton huſhes | $ 
Fenny, I muſt and will have a kifs to give my wine 2 


zeſt, {They take him round the neck, and make ſigns 10 


Peachum and Conftables, who ruſh in upon him. 
Enter to them Peachum and Conſtables, 
Peach. I ſieze you, fir, as my priſoner. 


Mach, Was this well done, Fenny ! women are 


decoy ducks ; who can truſt them ! Beaſts, jades, jilts, 
harpies, furies, whores! _ 


Peach, Your caſe, Mr, Macheath, is not particular. 
The greateſt heroes have been ruin'd by women, But, to 
do them juſtice, I muſt oun they are a pretty ſort of 
creatures, if we could truſt them. You muſt now, fir, 
take your leave of the ladies, and if they have a mind to 
make you a viſit, they will be ſure to find you at home. 
The gentleman, ladies, lodges in Newgate, Conſtables, 


wait upon the captain to his lodgings. 
AIR XXV. When firſt I laid fiege to my Cloris, 


Mach. At the tree T fhall ſuffer with pleaſure, 


At the tree I ſhall ſuffer with pleaſure, 
Let me go where I will, 
In all kinds of il, © 
I. Hall. find ns ſuch juries as theſe are. 


Peach. Ladies, I'll take care the reckoning ſhall be 
diſcharg'd, 1 5 33 


Conſtables; the women remain. 


Fix. Look ye, Mrs. Jenny, though Mr. Peachum 


[Exit Macheath gvarded, with Peachum and 


may have made a private bergain with you and Suty . 


Tawdry, for betraying the captain, as we were all aſſiſ- 


ting, we ought to go ſhare alike, 


C 3 | Cray, 
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Coax. I think, Mr. Peachum, after ſo long an ac- 
qua intance, might have truſted me as well as Jenny 
Diver. 

Jam. I am ſure at leaſt three men of his hanging, 
and in a year's time too, (if he did me ne juſtice) ſhould | 

be ſet down to my account, 

Trull, Mrs. Slammerkin, that is not fair: for you 
know one of them was taken in bed with me, 
Fenny. As far as a bowl of punch, or a treat, I believe 
Mrs, Saby will join with me. As for any thing elſe, | 
_ adies, you cannot in conſcience expect i it. 

Slam. Dear madam 
Trull. J would not for the Srl 
Slam. Lis impoſſible for me 
Trull. As I hope to be ſaved, madam— 
S/am, Nay, then I muſt ſtay here all 18 
No rull, — you command me 
1 with great ceremony. 


8 C E N E, Newgate, ; 
 Lockit, Turnkeys, Macheath, and Conſtables. 


Lock. Noble captain, you are welcome. You have 


not been a lodger of mine this year and half. You know 
the cuſtom, fir; garniſh, h garniſh, Hand me 
down thoſe fetters there. | 
_ Mach. Thoſe, Mr. Lockit, foem to be the heavieſt 
of the whole ſet. With your leave, { ſhould like the 

further pair better. 
Lock. Look ye, captain, we know what is fitteſt * 
our priſoners. When a gentleman uſes me with civility, 
always do the beſt I can to pleaſe him.,—Hand them 
down, 1 fay—We have them of all prices, from one 
guinea to ten, and tis firting every gentleman ſhould 
pleaſe himſelf, 

Mach. 1 underſtand you, fir. [Gives meney.] The 
fees here are ſo many, and ſo exorbitant, that few for- 
tunes can bear the expence of getting off bandlomely, 
or off dy mg like a gentleman, 

Lock. Thoſe, I ſce, will fit the captain better. 
Take down the further pair. — Do but « examine NN fir, 

Never 
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Nr was better work, How genteelly they are 
made ! They will fit as eaſy as a glove, and the 


niceſt man in England might not be aſhamed to wear 
them. | He puts on the chains.) If 1 had the beſt gen- 


 . tleman in the land in my cuftody, I could not equip him 


more handſomely. And fo, fir,—l now leave you to 
your private meditations, 


 [Exeunt Lockit, Turnkeys, and Conſtables, 


AIR XXVI. Courtiers; courtiers think it no harm, 


Mach. Man may efcape from rope and gun; 
Nay, ſome have out-liv d the 2 $ pill : 
I ho takes woman muft be undone, 
That baſiliſk is ſure to kill, 
The fly that ſips treacle is Iaſt in the ſweets, 
So he that taſtes woman, woman, wiman, 
He that taſtes woman, ruin meets. 


To what a woful plight have I brought myſelf ! 1 Here 
muſt I (all day long, 'till I am hang'd) be confin'd to 
hear the reproaches of a wench, who lays her ruin at my 
door. am in the cuftody of her father, and to be 
ſure, if he knows of the matter, I ſhall have a fine time 
on't ketwixt this and my execution. But I promiſed 
| the wench marriage—— What fignifies a promiſe to a2 
woman ? Does not man in marriage itſelf promiſe a 
hundred things that he never means to perform? Do all 
we can, women will believe us; for they look upon a 
promiſe as an excuſe for following their own inclinations. 


But here comes Lucy, and I cannot get ew her 
wou'd I were deaf. 


FIN Lacy. 


Lucy. You baſe man, you.— how can you look me 
in the face, after what hath paſt between us? See here, 
perfidious wretch, how I am forc'd to bear about the load 
of infamy you have laid upon me Macheath ! 


thou haſt robb'd me of my e ſee thee tortur 4 
would give me Rare. 


AIR 
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AIR XXVII. A lovely laſs to a Friar came. 
Thus when a goed huſwife ſees a rat, 


In her trap in the morning taken, 
With pleaſure her heart goes 70 a pat, 
In revenge for her liſs of bacon, 
Then ſhe throws him 
70 the dog or cat, 
To be worried, cruſh d, and Hales. 


Mach. Have you no bowels, no tenderneſs, my dear 
Lucy, to fee a huſband in theſe circumſtances: ? 
Lucy, A hutband ? 
Mach, In every reſpect but the form, and that, my 
dear, may be ſaid over at any time. Friends ſhould _ 
not inſiſt upon ceremonies, For a man of ou, Eis 
word is as good as his bond. 


Lucy. Tis the pleaſure of all you 4 men to  inful 
the women you have ruin d. 


AIR XXVIII. 'Twas when the ſea was roaring. 
How cruel are the traitors, 
Who lie and ſwear in jeſt, 
To cheat unguarded creatures 
( virtue, fame, and reft ! 
| W hoever fteals a ſhilling, 
Thi” ſhame the guilt conceals : 
In love the perjur'd villain 
Vith boafts the theft reveals. 


Nach. The very firſt opportunity, my dear, (have 
but patience) you ſhall be my wife in whatever manner 
you pleaſe. _ 

Lucy, Inſinuating monſter ! ! Ard ſo you think I know 
nothing of tke affair of Miſs Polly Peachum.— I could 
tear thy eyes eit! 
Mach. Sure, Lucy, you can't be ſuch a fool as to be 
Jealous of Ply / 

Lucy. Are you not married to her, you brute, you? 

Mach, Mariied! Very good. The wench gives it 
out only to vex thee, and to ruin me in thy good opi- 
nion. Tis true, I go to the houſe; I chat with the 
girl, I kiſs her, I ſay a thouſand things to her (as all 
gentlemen do) that mean nothin 2, to divert 1 1 and 


now 
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now the ſilly jade hath ſet it about that I am married to 
her, to let me know what ſhe would be at. Indeed, my 
dear Lucy, theſe violent paſſions may be of ill conſc- 
quence to a woman in your condition. 

Lucy. Come, come, captain, for all your ee 
you know that Mifs Polly hath put it out of your power 
to do me the juſtice you promis d me. 

Mac hi. A jealous woman believes every thing her paſs 
ſon ſuggeſts. To convince you of my fincerity, if we 
can find the ordinary, | ſhall have no ſcruples of making 
you my wife; and 1 know the conſequence of having 
two at a time. 


Lucy. That you are only to be hang d, and ſo get rid 


of them both. 


Mach, 1 am ready, my dear Lacy, to give you ſatiſ⸗ 


faction if you think there is any in marriage. 
What can a man of honour ſay more ? 


Lucy. So then it feems you. are not married to Miſs 


Pally, e 
Mach. You know, Lucy, the girl is prodigiouſly 
conceited. No man can lay a civil. thing to her, but 


(like other fine ladies) her vanity makes her think he's 


her oun for ever and ever. 


AIR xxIx. The ſun had loos'd his weary t teams. 


The firft time at the looking-glaſs 
The mither ſets her daughter, 
The image ſtrikes the ſmiling laſs. 
With ſelf love ever after. 

Each time he looks, ſhe, fonder grown, 
Thinks ev ry charm grown ſtronger : 
But alas, vain maid, all eyes but your vun 

Can fee you are not younger. | 


When women conſider their own beauties, they are 6 | 


| alike unreaſonable in their demands; for they expect 


their lovers ſhould like them as long as they like them- 


ſelves... 75; 

Lucy, Yonder is my father- 
may light upon the ordinary, w ho ſhall try if you will 
be as good as your u ora for 1 long to be made an 
honeſt woman. I Exeunt. 


Enter 
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Enter Peachum and Lockit, with an account book, 


Lock, In this laſt affair, brother Peachum, we are 
agreed. You have conſented to go halves in Macheath. 
Peach, We ſhall never fall out about an execution, 


But as to that article, pray how ſtands our laſt year's 


account? | 
Lock. If you will run your eye over it you'll find 'tis 


fair and clearly ftated. 


Peach, This long arrear of the government is very 
hard upon us! Can it be expected that we ſhould hang 


our acquaintance for nothing, when our betters will 
hardly fave theirs without being paid for it? Unleſs the 
people in employment pay better, I promiſe them for 
the future, I ſhall let other rogues live beſides their own. 


Loch. Perhaps, brother, they are afraid theſe matters 
may be carried too far. We are treated too by them 


With contempt, as if our profeſſion were not reputable. 


Peach, In one reſpect indeed, our employment may be 
reckoned diſhoneſt ; like great Rateſmen » We Encourage | 
thoſe who betray their friends. 

Lock, Such language, brother, any where elſe, might 
turn to your prejudice. Learn to be more guarded, I 


beg you. 


AIR XXX. How 3 are we, Ko. 
| When you cenſure the age, 
Be cautious and ſage, 
Left the courtiers off ended ſhould be: 
Tf you mention vice or bribe, 
Tis fo pat to all the tribe; | 
Each cries T hat was levell'd at me. 


Peach. Here's poor Ned Clincher's name, I ſee. Sure, 


brother Lockit, there was a little unfair proceeding in 


Ned's caſe : for he told me in the condemn'd hold, that, 
for value receiv'd, you had promiſed him a ſeſſion or two 
longer without moleſtation. 

Lock. Mr. Peachum,—this is the firſt time my 1 


was ever call d in queſtion. 


Peach. Buſineſs is at an end——if once we ant dit. 
honourably. | 

Lock. Who accuſes me? 55 

| Peach, 
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Peachi. You are warm, brother. 

Lock. He that attacks my honour, attacks my liveli- 
hood I this uſage—fir—is not to be borne, 

Peach, Since you provoke me to ſpeak—l muſt tell 
you too, that Mrs. Coaxer charges you with defrauding 
her of her information-money, for the apprehending of 
curl-pated Hugh. Indeed, indeed, brother, we muſt 
punctually pay our ſpies, c or we ſhall have no informa- 
tion, 

Lock. Is this Lune to me, n have ſav d 
you from the gallows, firrah ! [ Collaring each other, 

Peach, If 1 am hang'd, it ſhall be for riding the 
world of an arrant raſcal. 

Lick. This hand ſhall do the office of the halter you 
deſerve, and throttle you—=you dog 

Peach. Brother, brother, — we are both in the wrong 8 
—we ſhall both be loſers in the diſpute for you know | 
ue have it in our power to bang each other. You ſhould 
not be fo paſſionate. | 
Lock. Nor you fo provoking. 5 
Peach. Tis our mutual intereſt; tis for the injerels of 

the world we ſhould agree. If I ſaid any thing, brother, 

to the prejudice of your character, I aſk pardon, 

Lock. Brother Peachum—I can forgive as well as re- 
ſent—Give me For hand. | Suſpicion does not become a 
friend, 

Peacli. I only meant to give you occaſion to juſtify 
yourſelt: But J muſt now ſtep home, for I expect the 
gentlemzn about this ſnuff-box, that Filck nimm'd two 
nights ago in the Park, I ap pointed him at this hour. 

Exit. 


Enter Lucy. 


Lock. W come you, huſſy? 

Lucy. My tears might anſwer that queſtion. 

Lock. You have then been whimpering and fondling, 
like a ſpaniel, over that fellow that hath abus'd you. 

Lucy. One can't help love; one can t cure it. Tis 
not in my power to obey you, and hate him. 

Lock. Learn to bear your huſband's death like a rea- 
ſonable woman. Tis not the faſhion, now-a-days, ſo 
much as to affect ſorrow upon theſe occaſions, No wo- 
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man would ever marry, if ſhe had not the chance of 
mortality for a releaſe, Act like a woman of ſpirit, 
kufly, and thank your father for what he is doing. 


AIR XXXI. Of a noble race was Shenkin. 
Lucy. Is then his fate decreed, fir, 
Such a man can I think of quitting + a 
7 hen figſi we met, ſo moves me yet, 
O fee lew my heart is Splitting / 


Leck. Look ye, Lag there is no ſaving bim 


So, | think, you muſt ev'n do like other widows—buy : 
yourſelf w ecds, and be chearful. | 


SIE XVVXII. 
Dl think, ere many days enſue, 


This ſentence not fevere; + 
Thang yeur huſband, child, "tis true, 
ut with him hang your care. 


T wang dang aills deer 


00d wife, go moan over your dy ing huſband. 

hat, child, is your duty - conſider, girl, you cant 
bave the man and the ee toc—ſo make yourſelf as 
caſy as YOu/Can by getting all you can from him. Exit. 


Enter Macheath. 


3 Though the ordinary was out of the way to day, 
1 hope, my dear, you will, upon the firſt opportunity, 

quiet my. ſcruple—Oh br !-—my father's hard heart is 
not to be ſoften'd, and I am in the utmoſt deſpair, 

Mach, Þut if 1 could raiſe a ſmall ſum—would not 
twenty guineas, think you, move him f—Ol all the | 
arguments in the way of bufineſs, the perquiſite is the 

moſt prevailing.—-Your father's perquiſites for the eſcape 


of . muſt amount to a conſiderable ſum in the 
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vear. Money well tim d, and properly e, will 
do any thing, 
AIR XXXIIL London ladies, 


If yell at an office ſolicit your due, 
And would nit have matters neg lected; 


Vu mu quicken the clerk with the perquift te bee, 
Ty do what his duty di rectell. 


Or 
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Or would you the frowns of a lady prevent, 
She too 1. e P 


The perquiſite ſoftens her into conſent ; 
7h hat reaſon with all is erbe, 


Lucy. What love or money can do, ſhall be * 
| for all my comfort depends upon your ſafety. 


Enter Polly. 


Polly. Where is my dear huſband Was a rope ever 
intended for this neck — O let me throw my arms about 
it, and throttle thee with love !— Why doſt thou turn 
away from me ?— Tis thy Polly—'tis thy wife. 

Mach. Was ever ſuch an unfortunate raſcal as I am ! 

Lucy, Was there ever ſuch another villain ! 

Prlly. O Mathcath ! Was it for this we parted * 
Taken Impriſon' d! Try'd! Hang'd !—Cruel reflection! 
I'll tay with thee till death—no force ſhall tear thy dear 
wife from thee now, —What means my love? Not one 
kind word! Not one kind look! Think what ay 7 

luffers to ſee thee in this condition. | 


AIR XXXIV. All in the Downs, Kc. 


Thus when the ſwallow, eeking prey, 
Within the ſaſh is cloſely pent, 
His conſort with be moaning lay, 
. rthout ft ts pining for th event. 
Her chatt ring lovers all around her im; 
She heeds them not (poor bird) her ſoul's with hints 


Mach. I mfit diſown her. [Afitz.) The wench i 1 


diſtracted, 

Lucy. Am U then bilkd of my virtue? Can I have no 
reparation ? Sure men were born to lie, and women to 
believe them! O villain ! villain! 

Pally. Am I not thy wife ?—Thy neglect of n me, thy 
averſion to me, too ſeverely proves it.— Look on me. 
Tell me, am I not thy wife? | 

Lucy. Perfidious wretch ! 

Polly. Barbarous Huſband ! | 

3 Hadit thou been hang d five months ago, I kad 
been happy. 

Polly. And | tooIlf you had been kind to me till 
death, it would not have vex d me And that's no very 
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unreaſonable requeſt (though from a wife) to a man who 
hath not above ſeven or eight days to live. 
Lucy. Art thou then martied to another ? Haft thou 


two wives, monſter ? 


Mack. If women's tongues can ceaſe for an anſwer— 5 


| hear me, 


Lucy, I won't; —Fleſh and blood can't bear my uſage. 
Polly. Shall 1 not claim my own ? Juſtice bids me 


1 . 


Alx XXXV+ Have you heard of a frolickiome ditty. 
Mach. How happy could 1 be with either, 


Mere t other dear charmer away ! 
But while you thus teaze me together, 
To neither a word will I ſay ; 

But tol de rol, Sc. 


Polly. ture; my dear, there ought to be ſome pre- 


' ference ſhewn to a wife! At leaſt ſhe may claim the 


appearance of it. He muſt be diſtracted with misfor- 


tunes, or he cou'd not uſe me thus! 


Lucy. O villain, villain! thou haſt decelv d me 
J could even inform againſt thee with pleaſure, Not a 
prude wiſhes more heartily to have facts againſt her inti- 


mate acquaintance, than I now wiſh to have facts againſt 


thee. I Avould have her ſatisfaction, and they ſhould | 


all out. 


Aix XXXVI. Iriſh rot, 


Polly. T bubbUd. 


Lucy. - - - - - a bubbPd, 


| Polly, O how I am troubled ! 


]T.ucy. Bambcuzled, and bit ! 


| Pally. - - - -'- - - - My diftreſſes are deabled. 


Lucy. When you come to- the: tree, Should the hangman : 

re uſe, 5 | 

Theſe fingers, with pl: :aſure, could Fallen the wiſe 
Polly. P m bubb”d, Se. | 


hiach. be pacitied, my dear Lucy—This is all a fetch 
of ly > to make me deſperate with you in caſe I get. 


wii. It 1 am bang, be would fin have the credit of 


PrlLg tought my widow==Rcally, PU, this is no time 
for 
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for a difpute of this ſort ; for whenever you are talking 
of marriage, I am thinking of hanging. 

Polly. And haſt thou the heart to perfift in difowning 

Mack. And haft thou the heart to perſiſt in perſuading 
me that | am married? Why, Polly, doſt thou ſeek to 
aggravate my misfortunes ? 

Lucy. Really, miſs Peackum, you but expoſe your- 
ſelf. Beſides, tis barbarous in you to worry gentleman 
in his circumſtances, 


AIR XXXVII. 
Polly, Ceaſe your funning; 
| orce or cunning 
Never ſhall my heart trepan. 
All theſe ſallies 
Are but malice, 
To Seduce my conftant man. 
Tit moſt certain, 
Ey their flirting, 
Women oft have envy ſhown : 
Pleas d, to ruin 
_ Others wooing ; 
Never happy in their own! 


Polly. Decency, madam, methinks might teach you 
to behave yourfelf with ſome referve with the huſband, 
Mile his wife is preſent, | 
Mack. But ſeriouſly, Polly, this is carrying the joke 
a little too far. 

Lucy. If you are determin d, madam, to raĩſe a diſ- 
turbance in the priſon, I ſhall be oblig'd to fend for the 
| turnkey to ſhew you the door. 1 am ſorry, madam, you 
force me to be ſo We 

Polly. Give me leave to tell you, nada; theſe forward 
airs don't become you in the leaſt, madam. And my duty, 
madam, obliges me to ſtay with my huſband, madam. 


Aix XXXVIII. Good-morrow, Goſſip Joan. 
Lucy. My how now, madam Flirt? 
I If you thus muft chatter, 
Aud are for flinging dirt, 
Let $ Je , beft can ſpaiter; 
ä Madam Flirt ! Fea 
1 Polly. 
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Polly, Why how now, ſaucy jade ? 
Sure the wench is tipſy ! 


How can you ſee me made [To him. 
The feeff A. ſuch a gypſy ? „ 
Saucy jade! [To her, 


Euler peachum. | 


Peach, Where's my wench ? Ah huſſy idly heme | 
Come you home, you ſlut; and when your fellow is 


| hang'd, hang yourſelf, to make your family ſome 


amends, | | | : 
Polly. Dear, dear father, do not tear me from him 


El muſt ſpeak ; 1 have more to ſay to him Oh! twiſt | 


thy fetters about me, that he may not haul me from 
thee ! _ | 

Peach. Sure all women are alike! If ever they com- 
mit one felly, they are ſure to commit another by ex- 
poſing themfelves Away Not a EV more—Y Cc ou are 
my priſoner now, huffy. 


AIR XXXIX. bif Howl.” 


f Polly. Ne pouer on earth can er divide 


The knot that ſac red love hath ty'd. 
When parents draw aguinſt our mind, 
| The rrue-lover's Inot the Faller bind. 
5 ch 7a „ oh Amborah—ch, ch, Se. 
| Exeunt Peachum and Polly. 


Mach, I am naturally compaſſionate, wife ; ſo that I 
could not uſe the wench as ſhe deſervd ; u hich mace you 
at firſt ſuſpect there was ſomething in what ſhe ſaid. 
Lucy. Indeed, my dear, I was firangely puzzled. 

Mach. If that had been the caſe, her father would 


never have brought me into this circumſtance—No, 


Lucy, — l had rather die than be falſe to thee, | 
Luc 26 How happy am l, if you ſay this from your 
heart! For I love thee ſo, that I could ſooner bear to 


ſee thee bang'd than in the arms of another. 


Mach. But couldſt thou bear to ſee me hang'd ? 
Lucy. O Macheath, 1 can never live to ſce that day, 
Mach. You ee, Lucy, in the account of love vou 


are in my debt; and you muſt now be convine'd, that 
1 rather chuſe to die than be another's.— Make me, if 


Poſfible 
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poſſible, love the more, and let me owe my life to thee 
Alf you refuſe to aſſiſt me, Peachum and your father 
will immediately put me beyond all means of eſcape. 

Lucy. My father, I know, hath been drinking hard 
with the priſoners : and I fancy he is now taking his 
nap in his own room—If I can procure the keys, ſhall L 
go off with thee, my dear? rg 

Mach. If we are together, twill be impoſſible to lie 
conceal'd. As ſoon as the ſearch begins to be a little 
cool, I will ſend to thee——'Till then my heart is thy 
priſoner. 92 0 „„ 3 
Lucy. Come then, my dear huſband—owe thy life 
to me — and though you love me not be grateful But 
that Polly runs in my head ſtrange ß. 

Mach. A moment of time may make us unhappy fot 
ever. - „„ ery 5 55 


Aix XL. The Laſs of Patie's Mill. 


Lucy. I Ike the fox ſhall grieve, 
= MWWhoſe mate hath left her fide, 
Whom hounds, from morn to eve, 
Chaſe ver the country wide, 
Where can my lover hide? 
Where cheat the wary pack? 
FV love be not his guide, 
He never will come back. 
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HOSE CIRC CRONIN 


ACT m. 
SCE N . Newgate. 
| Lockit, SO 


Lockit. : | 

0 be ſure, wench, you muſt have been alling and 
abetting to help him to his eſcape. 
Lucy. Sir, here hath been Peachum and his daughter 


Polly, and to be ſure they know the ways of Newgate | 
as well as if they had been born and bred in the place 


MW _ lives. Why muſt all your luſpicion light upon 
me! 


Lock. Lucy, Lucy, 1 will have none of theſe ſhuffling 


anfwers. 


Lucy. Well then —If 1 know any thing of him, I 


wiſh I may be burnt! 


Lock. Keep your temper, Lucy, or 1 ſhall pronounce 


you guilty. 


Lucy. Keep yours, fi 1 do wiſh 1 may be burnt, 


| I do And what can I ſay more to convince you? 


Lock. Did he tip handſomely ? How much did he 


come down with? Come, buffy, don't cheat your father 


and I ſhall not be angry with you Perhaps, you have 


made a better bargain with kim than I could have done 


—— How much, my good girl? 
Lucy. You know, fir, 1 a ſond of him, and would 


| have given money to have kept him with me. 


Lack. Ah, Lucy ! thy education might have put thee 


more upon thy guard; for a girl in the bar of an ale 


houſe is always beſſeg d. 
Lucy. Dear fir, mention not wy education for 
'twas to that I owe my ruin. 


5 85 AIR 
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Air XLI. If love's a ſweet paſſion, &c. 
When young at the bar you firft taught me to ſcore, 
And bid me be free of my lips, and no more; 

1 was kiſs'd by the parſon, the qui re, and the fot : 

When the gueſt was departed, the kiſs was forgot. 
But his kiſs was ſo ſweet, and ſo cliſely he preſt, 

That I languifh d and pin'd till I granted the reft. 


If you can forgive me, fir, I will make a fair confeſſion; 
for, to be ſure, he Mat been a moſt barbarous villatu to 
me. 
Lock. And ſo you have la him eſcape, huſſy— 
have you ? | 

Lucy. When a woman Jos” a kind look, a tender : 
word can perſuade her to any thing— and 1 could alt 
no other bribe. 
Lock. Thou wilt always be a vulgar ſlut, Leg 
| If you would not be look'd upon as a fool, you thould 
never do any thing but upon the foot of intereſt, | Thoſe 
that act otherwiſe are there own bubbles. | 

Lucy. But love, fir, is a misfortune that may happen 
to the moſt diſcreet woman; and in love we are all fools 
alike. Notwithſtanding all he ſwore, I am now fully 
convinc'd that Polly Peachum is actually his Wife. 
Did J let him eſcape (fool that I was !) to go to her? — 
Polly will wheedle herſelf into bis money, and then 
Peachum will hang him, and cheat us both. 

Lock. So | am to be ruin'd, becauſe, forſooth, you 
muſt be in love a pretty excuſe! | 

Lucy, I could murder that impudent happy ſtrumpet: 
l gave him his life, and that creature enjoys the 

ſweets of it. —Ungrateful Macheath! 


AIR XLII. South Sea ballad. 


My leve is all madneſs and folly, 
Alone II lye, | 
„ 3 and cry, 
What a ha y creature is Polly! 
Was tat hop a wretch as I. 
With rage I redden like ſcarlet, 
That my dear inconſtant varlet, 
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Stark blind to my charms, 
Is lat in the arms | 

Of that jilt, that inueigling harlot ! 

| Stark blind to my charms 

I lift in thearms 
Of that jilt, that inveigling harlot! 
This, this my reſentment alarms. 


Lock. And fo, after all this miſchief, I muſt Ray here 


to be entertain'd with your catterwauling, miſtreſs Puſs ! 


Out of my ſight, wanton ſtrumpet! you ſhall faſt 
and moitify yourſelf into reaſon, with now and then'a 


little handſome: diſcipline to bring you to your ſenſes. 
—— Go. [Exit Lucy.) Peachum then intends to out- 


wit-me in this affair; but II be even with him. 


The dog is leaky in his liquor, fo I'll ply him that way, 
get the ſecret from him, and turn this affair to my own 
advantage. 
together in herds, droves, or flocks. 
of prey, man is the only ſociable one. Every one of 
us preys upon his neighbour, and yet we herd together. 


Lions, wolves, and vultures don't live 


Of all animals 


Peachum is my companion, my friend Accord- 
ing to the cuſtom of the world, indeed, he may quote 


thouſands of precedents for cheating m. And ſhall 1 
not make uſe of the privilege of friendſhip to make him 


AIR XLIII. Packingtor's pound. 
Thus gamęſters united in friendſhip are found, 
Tuhougli they know that their induftry all is a cheat ; 

They flock to their prey at the dice-box's ſound, 

And join to promote one another's deceit. 
But if by miſhap 

They fail of a chap, e 

To keep in their hands, they each other entrap. | 
Like pikes, lank with hunger, who miſs of their ends, 

T hey bite their companions, and prey on their friends. 


| Now, Peackum, you and I, like honeſt tradeſmen, are 


to have a fair trial, which of us two can over-reach the 


other. Lucy. Enter Lucy.) Are there any of 
Peachum's people now in the houſe ? 


Lucy, 
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Lucy. Filch, fir, is drinking a quartern of firong 
waters in the next room with black Moll. 
L:ck. Bid him come in. j [Exit Lusy. 


Enter Filch. 


Why, boy, thou lookeſt as if thou wert half Bard; 
like a ſhotten herring. 

Fileh. One had need have the conſtitution * a horſe 
to go thorough the buſineſs. Since the favourite child- 
gutter was diſab led by a miſhap, I have pick d up a little 
money by helping the ladies to a pregnancy againſt their 
being call'd down to ſentence. hut if a man cannot 
get an honeſt livelihood any eafier way, I am lure, tis 
hat I can't undertake for another ſeſſion. | 

Lock. Truly, if that great man ſbould tip off, deen 
be an irreparable loſs. The vigour and proweſs of a2 
knight-errant never ſav'd half the ladies in diſtreſs that 
he hath done, But, boy, can & thou tell me where 
thy maſter is to be found? 

Filch. At his lock *, fir, at the Crooked Billet. 

Lock. Very well. ——] have nothing more with you 
[Exit Filch.] III go to him there, for I have many 
Important affairs to ſettle with him; and in the way of 
thoſe tranſactions, III artfully get into his ſecret—— 
So that Macheath ſhall not remain a day nner out of 
my clutches. „ Exit 


8 CEN E, A Ge 


Mackeath in a fine tarniſſi'd cat, Ben. Budge, and 
Matt. of the Mint, 


nM ach, 1 am ſorry, gentlemen, the road was fo barrio 
of money, When my friends are in difficulties, I am 
always glad that my fortune can be ſerviceable to them, 


| Gives them money.] You ſee, gentlemen, I am not a 


mere court-iriend, who proves every og and will do 
PO" | 


* A cant word, ſignifying a warehouſe where ſtolen ods are 
| depotited, | 
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Ars XLIV. Lillibulero. 


The modes of the court fo common are grown, 

That a true friend can hardly be met ; 

Friendſhip for intereſt is but a loan, | 

Maqhicli they let out ſor what wy 6 cap get, | 

Tis true, you find 

Some friends fo kind, 

Who will give you good ent themſelves 10 alf: : 
In forrowful ditty, 
"They promiſe, they pity, 


But ſhi ift you for money, from Friend to Friend. 


But we, gentlemen, have ftill honour enough to break 
through the corruption of the world. And while I can 
ſerve you, you may command me. 


Ben. It grieves my heart that ſo generous a man ſhould 


be involv'd in ſuch difficulties, as oblige him to live with 
ſuch ill company, and herd with gameſters. 


Matt. See the partiality of mankind !-—One man may 


| Neal a horſe, better than another look over a hedge.— 


Of all mechanics, of all ſervile handicrafts-men, a game- 


ſter is the vileſt. But yet, as many of the quality are 
of the profeſſion, he is admitted àmongſt the politeſt 
company. I wonder we are not more reſpected. 


Mach. There will be deep play to- night at Mary bone, 
and conſequently money may be pick'd up upon the 


road. Meet me there, and 1 Il give you the hint who is 


worth ſctting. 
Matt. The fellow with a \ brown coat with a narrow 
gold binding, I am told, is never without money. 
Mach. What do you mean, Matt ?—Sure you will 


not think of meddling with him '—Hes a good honeſt 
| Kind of a fellow, and one of us. 


Ben, To be ſur 6 8,7 we will put ourſelves under your 


direct ion. 


Mach. Have an eye upon the money-lenders, —A 
rouleau, or two, would prove a pretty fort of an ex- 
pedition, I hate extortion. 

Matt, Thoſe rouleaus are very pretty things. hats 


your bank N is ſuch hazard tn putting tbem 


off. 


Mach. There i is a certain man of dig inction , WO i n 
is 
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his time hath nick'd me out of a great deal of the ready. 
He is in my caſh, Ben ;—I'll point him out to you this 


evening, and you ſhall draw upon him for the debt. 


The company are met; I hear the dice-box in the other 


room. So, gentlemen, your ſervant, You'll meet me 
at * 


SCENE. e s Leck. 


A table with wine, brandy, pipes, and tobacco. 
Peachum, Lockit. 


Lock, The coronation account, Mother Peachum, is 
of ſo intricate a nature, that believe it will never be 


ſettled. 


Peach, It confiſts indeed of 2 great variety of articles. 
It was worth to our people, in fees of different kinds, 
above ten inſtalments, This is part of the account, bro- 


ther, that lies open before us. 


Lock. A lady's tail of rich brocade—that, 1 ſee, is 


diſpos d of. | 
Peach. To Mrs. Diane Trapes, the rally-woman , and 


ſhe will make a good hand on t in ſhoes and flippers, to 


trick out young ladies, upon their going into keeping. 
Lock. But I don't ſee any article of the jewels. 
Peach. Thoſe are ſo well known, that they muſt be 


ſent abroad you ll find them enter d under the article of 


exportation. As for the ſnuff- boxes, watches, ſwords, 


&c. I thought it beſt to enter them under their ſeveral 


heads. 
Lock. Seven and i womens pockets complete ; 


with the ſeveral things therein contain'd ; all ſeal d, : 


number d, and enter'd. 


Peach, But, brother, it is; impoſſible for us now to 


Eater upon the affair. We ſhould have the whole day 


before us. Beſides, the account of the laft half year's 


plate i is in a book by itſelf, which lies at the other office. 


Lock, Bring. us then more liquor. To-day ſhall be 


for pleaſure to-morrow for buſineſs. Ah, brother, 
thoſe daughters of ours are two ſlippery huſſies—keep a 


watchful eye upon Polly, and Macheath Jn a day or two 


ſhall be our own again, | 
AIR 
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AIR XLV. Down in the North Country, 
Lock. I hat gudgeons are we men! 

Ev'ry woman's eaſy prey 
Though we have felt the hook, agen 

We bite, and they betray. 


The bird that hath been trapt, 
When he hears his calling mate, 


To her he flies, again he's clapt 
Hi'ithin the wiry grate. 


Peach, But what ſignifies catching the bird, if your 
daughter Lucy will ſet open the door of the cage? 
Leck. If men were anſwerable for the follies and 
ſrailties of their wives and daughters, no friends could 
keep a good correſpondence together for two days. 
This is unkind of you, br other; for among good friends, 
bat hey Bay or do goes for nothing. 


Enter a Servant, © 


$: 1V, "Ge, here's Mrs, Diana N rapes wants to ſpeak 
with YOu. | | 

Peach, Shall we admit b er, brother Leckit | 2 

Lock. By all means —ſhe's a good cuſtomer, and a 
Fir c- froken woman—ard a woman who drinks and talks 
3 10 freely will enliven the converſation, | 
Peach. Deſire her to walk in. [Exit . 


Enter Art. Trapes. | 
Pinch Dear Mrs. Dye, your fervant—one may know 
by your kiſs, that your gin is excellent. 
T rapes, | was «I ways very curious in my liquors. 
Lc. There is no pertum'd breath like it—I have 
becn . acquainted with the flavour of thoſe lip 
han't 1, NIrs. Dye? | | 


= Tp afee. Fill it up. I take as large draughts of liquor, 
as L did of love. I hate a flincher in either. 


; AIR XLVI. A Shepherd kept ſheep, &c. 

1: the days of my youth I could bill like a dove, fa, la, &c. 
[rhe & ſparriw at all times was ready for love, fa, la, &c. 
The Iife of all mortals in Hing. ſhould paſs, 5 


lip to lip white we're young, then the lip to the glaſs, 
e 
JE But 
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But now, Mr. Peachum, to our buſmeſs. If you have 
blacks of any kind, brought i in of late; mantoes velvet 
| ſcarfs—petticoats—let it be what it will- I am your 
chap—for all my ladies are very fond of mourning. 
Peach. Why, look ye, Mrs. Dye you deal fo hard 
with us, that we can afford to give the gentlemen, who 
venture their lives for the goods, little or nothing. 

Trap. The hard times oblige me to go very near in my 
dealing. To be ſure, of late years I have been a great 
ſufferer by the parliament. Three thouſand pounds would 
hardly make me amends. The act for deſtroying the 
Mint was a fevere cut upon our buſineſs—'till then, if a 
cuſtomer ſtept out of the way—we knew where to have 
her—no doubt you know Mrs. Cooxer—there's a wench 


no (till to-day) with a good ſuit of cloaths of mine 


upon her back, and I could never ſet eyes upon her for 


three months together, Since the act too againſt impri- 
ſonment for ſmall ſums, my loſs there too hath been very 


conſiderable; and it muſt be ſo, when a lady can borrow 


"a handſome petticoat, or a clean gown, and 1 not have 


the leaſt hank upon her! And, o my conſcience, now- 


a-days moſt ladies take a deligtt i in cheating, when they 


can do it with ſafety. 


Peach. Madam, you had a handſome eld watch of 
vs t'other day for ſeven guineas, Conſidering , we mult 


have our profit to a gentleman upon the road, 2 gold 
watch will be ſcarce worth the taking. 


Trap. Conſider, Mr. Peachum, . watch Was re- 
markable, and not of very ſafe ſale. If you have any 


black velvet ſcarfs— they are hand ſome winter wear; 

and take with moſt gentlemen who deal with my cuſ- 
tomers. Tis 1 that put the ladies upon a good foot. 
Tis not youth or beauty that fixes their price. The gen- 


tlemen always pay according to their dreſs, from half a 


cron to two guineas; and yet thoſe huſſies make no- 
thing of bilking me. Then doo, allowing for accidents. 
I have eleven fine cuſtomers now down under the ſur- 
geon's hand, —what with fees and other expences, there 
are great out-goings, and no comings-in, and not a far- 


_ thing to pay for at leaſt a month's We We run 


great riſques great riſques indeed. 


E Peach, | 


et cet — IRS 


- > * * 
ww S749 . 
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Peacſi. As I remember, you faid ſomething juſt now 
of Mrs. Coaxer. Hors : 5 e 

Trap, Yes, fir. To be ſure I fiript her of a ſuit of 
my own cloaths about two hours ago ; and have left her 
as ſhe ſhould be, in her ſhift, with a lover of her's at my 
houſe, She call'd him up ſtairs, as he was going to 
Marybone in a hackney- coach. And 1 hope, for her own 


ſake and mine, ſhe will perſuade the captain to redeem 
her, for the captain is very generous to the ladies, 


%% ¶ , nnndÞ jc 
Trap. He thought I did not know him. An intimate 
acquaintance of yours, Mr. Peackhum——only captain 


 Macheath= as fine as a lord. 


Peach. To-morrow, dear Mrs. Dye, you ſhall ſet 
your own price upon any of the goods you like---we have 


at leaſt half a dozen velvet ſcarfs, and all at your ſervice. 
_ Will you give me leave to make you a preſent of this 


ſuit of night-cloaths for your own wearing ?——But are 
you ſure it is captain Macheath ? | 


Trap. Though he thinks I have forgot him, no body 
knows him better. I have taken a great deal of the cap- 
tain's money in my time, at ſecond-hand, for he always 
lov'd to have his ladies well dreſt. „ 


Peach, Mr. Lockit and I have a little buſineſs with the 
captain ; you underſtand me — and we will ſatisfy 
you for Mrs. Coaxer's deb ee es ghee # 

Lock, Depend upon it——we will deal like men of 
honour, _ 5 nn he oh he 
Trap. I don't enquire after your affairs---ſo whatever 


happens, I waſh my hands on't, It hath always been 
my maxim, that one friend ſhould help another. But if 


you pleaſe--I'Il take one of the ſcarfs home with me, 


iis always good to have ſomething in hand, — 


SCEN E, Newgate. 


Lucy. 


Jealouſy, rage, love, and fear are at once tearing me 
to pieces. How I am weather-beaten and ſhatter d with 


diſtreſſes! 
AIR 
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Alx XLVII. One evening having loſt my way. 
In like a Rift en the ocean toft, 
Now nigh, now low, on each billow borne, 
Hith her rudder broke, and her anchor lift, 
Deſerted and all ee 
II hie thus I lie rolling and toſſing all night, 
T hat Polly lies ſporting en ſeas of delight! 


evenge, revenge, revenge, 


Shall appeaſe my reftleſs ſprite. 


have the rats-bane ready. I run no riſque ; for I can 
lay her death upon the gin, and ſo many die of that 
naturally, that I ſhall never be call'd in queſtion. But 


ſay I were to be hang d- I never could be hang d for any 
thing that would give me rover SOOT» than the poi- 
9 that ſlut, 


Enter Filch, | 
 Filch. Madam, here's our miſs Polly come to wait 
upon you. : 
Try, Show ber up. | . 


Enter Polly. 


Lucy. Dear madam, your ſervant. 1 hope you will 


pardon my paſſion, when I was ſo happy to ſee you laſt. 
1 was ſo over run with the ſpleen, that I was perfectly 


out of myſelf, And really when one hath the n 


every thing is to be excus'd by a friend. 


Alx XLVIII. Now, Reger, Ill tell * becauſe 


thou'rt my ſon. 


When a wife's in her pout, 
(As ſhe's ſometimes, no doubt) 
T he F huſband as meek as a lamb, 
er vapours to ftill, 
Fir grants her her will, 
And the quicting draught is a dram. 
Poor man! And the quieting draught is a dram, 


AI wiſh all our quarrels might have ſo comfortable a 
reconciliation, 


Polly. 1 have no excuſe for my own behaviour, ma- 


dam, but my misfortunes, And Fay, madam, 1 ſuffer 
too upon your account. 


E. 2 | Lucy ; 
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Polly. M#hat then in 
Lucy. If we grow fond they ſhun us. 
Polly. And when we fly them, they purſue : 
Lucy. But leave us when they ve won us, 
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Lucy. But, miſs Polly——in the way of friendſhip, 
will you give me leave to propofe a glaſs of cordial to 
WL | . e | 
Pally. Strong- waters are apt to give me the head- ache 
l hope, madam, you will excuſe me. 


Lucy. Not the greateſt lady in the land could have 
better in her clofer, for her own private drinking. You 


ſcem mighty low in ſpirits, my dear. © © 
Polly. 1 am forry, madam, my health will not allow 


the rude manner 1 did when we met laſt, madam, had 
not my papa haul'd me away ſo unexpectedly. I was 


indeed ſomewhat provok'd, and perhaps might uſe ſome 

ex preiſions that were diſreſpectful. But really, madam, _ 
the captain treated me with ſo much contempt and cruel- 
ty, that I deſerv'd your pity, rather than your reſent · 


ment . „ 
Lucy. But ſince his efcape, no doubt all matters are 


me to accept of your offer. I ſhould not have left you in 


mide up again. Ah Polly! Polly! *tis I am the unhappy 
wife; and he loves you as if you were only his miſtreſs, | 


Polly. Sure, madam, you cannot think me ſo happy 


as to be the object of your jealouſy. A man is always 


afraid of a woman who loves him too well ſo that I 
muſt expect to be neglected and avoided. | 


Lacy. Then our caſes, my dear Polly, are exactly 


alike, , Both of us indeed have been too fond. 


„ ATR NEE; O Beſß Bell, &c. 
Polly. A curſe attend; that woman lobe 
| FW ho always would be pleaſing, 


| Lucy. | The pertnefs of the billing dave, 


Like Simon, is but teazing. 
ve can woman d? 


' 
: 


5 


Lucy. Love is ſo very whimfical in both fexes, that it 


is impoſſible to be laſting, But my heart is particular, 
and contradicts my own obſervation.”  _ 


Polly. But really, miſtreſs Loc, by bis laſt behaviour, | 


I think I ought to envy you. When I was forc'd from 


him, 
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him, he did not ſhow the leaft tenderacls, But perhaps, 
be hath a heart not capable of iim. 


Ark, L. Wauv'd fate to me Bald give. 
„Among tle meu, caquets we Hud, 
I lu court by turns nll me; 
And vue grant all their fiearts deli: d, 

When they are flattes @ and ad mir d. 


The coquets of both fexes are felf. Verb, and that is a 
love no other whatever can difpoſſefs. 1 fear, my dear 

L. our huſband is one of thoſe, | 
Lucy. Away with theſe metancholy 3 
indeed, my dear Pally, we ate both of us à cup Wo low. 
Let me prevail upon you, to accept of my offer. 


| Ark LI, Come, ſweet las. 
Come, feet laſs, | 1 — 
Let's baniſh ſorrow | 1.2 
7 2 coo OO | l 
| Come, fweet loſt, © Bog $ i 
Let s take a chirping ai | | | 8 | f | 
Wine can clear I BD 1 
The vapour of deſpair | 
And make us lipht as air; 
Then drink, and 'banifh care. 3 4 


© can't bear, child, to ſee you in ſuch low ſpirits. — 
And I muſt perfuade you to what I know will do you _ 1 
good. —I ſhall now ſoon be even with the hypocritical. --Mf 
ſtrumpet. [ Afide. | Exit. "i 
Pally. All this wheedling of Lucy cannot be for no- 
thing. At this time too! when I know ſhe hates me 
The diſſembling of a woman is always the foxerunner of 
miſchief. By pouring firong waters down my throat, 
ſhe thinks to pump ſome ſecrets out of me. I'll be upon 
my guard, and won.t t tafte 2 0p * her Babor, Im 
reſoly d. | 


| 
: 
1 


Emer 3 with Arong watert, 


Lucy. Come, mils „ 
Polly. Indeed, child, Þ have given yourſelf trouble 
to no purpoſe, You mu , my dear, excufe me. 
Lucy, Aan, miſs Polly, you are ſo ſqueamifhly 
E3 affected 
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affected about taking a cup of ſtrong waters, as a lady 
before company, I vow, Polly, I ſhall take it mon- 
ſtrouſly ill if you refuſe me. Brandy and men (though 
| women love them never ſo well) are always taken by us 
with ſome reluctance —unleſs tis in private. 1 
Polly. 1 proteſt, madam, it goes againſt me. What 
do I ſee! Macheath again in cuſtody e every 
ene of happineſs is loſt. 
[Drops the glaſs of liquor upon the orowind, 
Lucy. Since things are thus, I'm glad the wench hath | 


eſcap'd : for by this event, *tis plain, ſhe was not happy 
cough to deſerve to be poiſon'd. | 


Enter Lockit, Macheath, and Peichun: 1 


Leck. Set your heart at reſt, captain, You have | 


neither the chance of love or money for another eſcape 


T for you are order'd to be call'd down upon your 2 1 


immediately. 


Peach. Away, buſfi es 1—This i is not a time for a man 
to be hamper'd with his WIVES, You ſee, the gentleman | 
is in chains already, 
Lucy. O huſband; huſband, my heart long d to ſee 
thee; but to ſee thee thus diſtracts me! | 
Polly, Will not my dear huſband look upon his Polly 2 
Why hadſt thou not flown to me for e ? with 
me thou hadſt been ſafe. 


AIR LII. The laſt time I went o'er the moor, 
Polly. Hither, dear huſband, turn your eyes. 


Lucy. Beftow one glance to cheer me. 
Polly. Think with that look, thy Polly dies. 
Lucy. O fhun me not, but hear me. 
Polly. 'Tis Polly Hues. 5 

Lucy, - - - - - - 'Tis Lucy ſpeaks. 
Polly. 1. thus true love requited ? 

Lucy. My heart is butſting. 


Polly, - - - Mine 100 breaks, 
Lucy, Muſt I. | 
Folly, - - - - _ Muft I be ſlighted ? 


Mack. What would you have me ſay, ladies ?—— 

You ſee, this affair will ſoon be at an end, without my. 
rene either of YOu, 

| Prack. | 
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Peach. But the ſettling this point, captain, might 
prevent a law-ſuit between your two widows. 2 


| Alx LIII. Tem Tinker's my true love, Sc. 
Mach. Which wa y ſhall I turn me io can I decide, 
Wives, the 45 F our death, are as fond as à bride. 


Ons wife is too much for mof huſband; 10 hear, 
But two at a time there's no mortal can bear. 


This way, and that way, and which way you will, 
4 hat would comfort the one, t other wife would 


tale 11. 
Polly. Rut if his' own misfortunes have gle him in- 


55 | ſenſible to mine—a father ſure will be more compaſ- 
fionate, Dear, dear fir, fink the material evidence, and 
brink him off at his trial—Polly upon her knees begs it 


- of you. . 


Aix LIV. "Ti; a poor 6 b undone. BT 


M lien my. herd in court appear, 
And flands arraignu d for h his life, 
Tien think of poor Polly's tears; 
For ah! poor Polly's his wife. 
Like the failor he holds up his hand, 
Diftreft on the daſhing un, 15 
Es die a dry death at land, - 
I as bad as a watry grave, = 
And alas, poor Polly! 
Alack, and well a- day! 5 
Before J was in love, ' ö 1 
Oh ! every month was May. TT hy, 
Lucy. If Peachum's heart is hardened ; ſure you, 6; 
will have more compaſſion on a daughter know the 


evidence is in your power. How then can 2 be a 
N tome? IK nedling, 


Aix LV. Lanthe the lovely, &c. 


Wien he holds up his hand arraign'd for his life, 
O think of your daughter, and think I'm his wife!. 
What are cannons, or bombs, or. claſhing of ſwords ! / 
For death is more certain by witneſſes word. 
Then nail up their lips, that dread thunder allay ; 
And each month of my life will hereafter be May. 


53 1 5 Lock 
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| Tock, Macheath's time is come, Lucy. ue know 


our own affairs, therefore lat us have no more — 
pering or whining. | 


AzR LVI. A fer there Was, bc. 
Ou ſelves „ like the great, te ſecure .a retreat, 
Men matters require is, 17075 6. u. ts ur ga 
And god regſan why, 
Or inftead & the fry, 
Ey'n Peachum azd , 


N 5 Poor petty raſcals, might lang. asg; 5 


Like poor petty cal , might hang. 255 
Peach. Set your heart at reſt, Rolly, Yo huſband 


> is to die to day. Therefore, if you are not already 


wre, tis high time to look about for another. 


here's comfort for you, you ſlut. 
Lock. We are ready i fir, to conduct You to the Old 


| Bailey. 


As R LVII. Bonny Dundee. 
Mach, The charge is prepar'd, the lawyers. are met ; 
The judges all rang'd (@ terrible muy) 
Ig undiſmayd.— or death is a debt, 
off Fab on demand, -., take what 1 owe. 


Then, farewel, my love, — gear chat mer. ve; * 
Contented I die—tis the better for b. 


Here ends all diſpute the ret + our Uves, 
For this way at cuge I pleaſe all my wives. 


Now, gentlemen, I am ready to attend YOU. 


[ Exeunt Peachum,. Lockit, end. Macheath. | 
Polly. Follow them, Filch, to the court. And when. 


the wial is over, bring me a particular account of his 
behaviour, and of every thing that happen'd. vou ll. 
find me here with miſs Lucy. [Exit Fileh, ] But why is is 
A this muſic ? - | 


Lucy. The priſoners, whole wials are put.off till next 


| ſeſſion, are diverting themſclves, 


Polly. Sure there is nothin fo charmiog as muſic ! 
Pa ond of it to diſtraction— But alas !—now all mirth 


ſeems an ig ſult upon my affliction. Let us retire, my 


dear Lucy, and indulge our forrows.. The noiſy crew, 
you ſee, are coming upon us. | {Exeunt. 

A dance of Prifenere in chains, Wc. 
8 C E N E, 
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SCEN E, The Condemn'd Huld. 
Macheath, in @ melancholy pofture.. 
AIR LVIII. Happy groves. 


O cruel, cruel, cruel caſe? 


Muſt ] ſuffer his difgrare | 9 


Alx LIX. Of all the girls that are ſo bart. 


Fall the friends in time of grief, 
When threat ni e 1 
Not one ſo ſure . A 1 
As this bęff friend, a brimmer. (Drinks, | 
AI LX. Brin, ſtrike home. 1 
Since 1 "ef Fung corn, I ſcorn to wines or _ | 
k gh 
Al IXI. | Cheny Chaſe, : 


But now again my ſpirits fink ; „ | 
: 7 H raife thens high with wine, [Drinks a glaſs of wine. 


Aix LXII. To old fr mon the king. 5 


Bus valour the ſtronger grows, = 
The ftronger the liquor we're drinking. 


And how can vue feel our woes, TIS 
When we ve loft the trouble of thinking 1 9 (Drinks. 
A LXIII. Joy to great Cafer . 


57 eee can die | | 
uch bolder with brandy. ¶ Pours out a bumper of brandy. 


Aix LXIV. There was an old woman, &. 
So drink off this bumper And now I can ftand the tel. 
Aud my camrades Hall fee, that I die as brave as tha befh 
| _[Drinks, 
Alx LXV. Did you ever hear of : a gallant ſailor. 
3 Bat can I l:aue my. hreriy he 17757 | 
| Hithout one tear, or tender [ugh 2 
- 702 LXVI. Why are my eyes fill flowing. 


Their eyes, their, lips, their buſſes, 
| Rical * loue Al muſt 1 die ? 


* 
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A1R LXVII. Green ſleeves. 


Since laws were made for ev ry degree, 
To curb vice in others, as well as me, 
 T winder we lan t better company 
Upon Tyburn tree! 
| But gold from law can take out the Hing; 
And if rich men like us were to ſwing, 
*T would thin the land ſuch numbers to flring 
Upon Tyburn tree. 


Fallor. Some friends of yours, captain, deſire to be 


admitted. I leave you together. 


Enter Ben Budge, and Matt of the Mint. 


Mach. For my having broke priſon, you ſee, gentle- 
men, I am ordered immediate execution. —The ſheriffs 
officers, I believe, are now at the door. That Femmy 

Twitcher ſhould peach me, I own ſurprized me 
J'is a plain proof that the world is all alike, and that 


even our gang can no more truſt one another than ather _ 
people. Therefore, I beg you, gentlemen, look well to 


yourſelves, for in all Probeblny, you may live ſome 
months longer. 


Matt. We are heartily ſorry, captain, for your miſ- 
fortune. But tis what we muſt all come to. 5 
Mach. Peachum and Lockit, you know, are infamous 


ſcoundrels. Their lives are as much in your power, as 


yours are in theirs—Remember your dying friend !— 
Tis my laſt requeſt.— Bring thoſe villains to the glows 


before you, and I am ſatisfied. 


Matt. We'll do't. 

Failor. Miſs Polly and miſs Lucy intread a word w ith 

you. 
Mach, Gentlemen , adieu. | rennt Ben badge and 
Matt of the Mint. 


Enter Lacy and Polly. 


Mack. My dear Lucy—my dear 8 - 
hath paſt between us, is now at an end. If you are fond 


of marrying again, the beſt advice I can give you, is to 


ſhip yourſelves off for the JVeft Indies, where you'll 
have a fair chance of getting a huſband a-piece ; or by 


Polly. 


: 185 luck, two or three, as you like beſt, 


3 * 
* . * 
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Polly. How can I ſupport this ſight! * | 


Lucy. There is nothing moves one ſo much as a great 
man in diſtreſs, . 


„„ At LXVIII. All you that muſt take a ap, &c. 
Lucy. I. owd I might be hang d! 


Polly And I would foto! 
Lucy. To be lang d with you, | 
Polly. 222 % dear, with you, 


Mach, O leave me to thought ! I fear, I doubt! _ 
2 | tremble 11 drocp ee my courage is out. 
3 E up the empty bottle, _ 
Polly. No token of love | TEE 
Mach. 3:1" v . courage is out. | 
Eno ___ _ _[ Turns * the empty pot | 
Lucy. No token of love] ? | | 


Polly, - - - - - Adieu. | 
Lucy... Farewell. 
Mach. But hark ! I hear the toll of the bell. | 
Chorus, Tol de rel lol, &c. 


Failor. Four women more, captain, wich a child a- 
ece! See, here they come. | Enter women and children. 
Mach, What—four wives more !-—This is too much. 
--;Jere—tell the ſheriffs officers I am ready. PO 


Enter Beggar and Player. 


Play. But, honeſt friend, I hope you don't intend 
that 3 ſhall be really executed. 

Beg. Moſt certainly, fir.—To make the piece perfect, 
I was bor doing ſtrict poetical juſtice. — Machieatſi ĩs to 
be hang d; and for the other perſonages of the drama, 
the audience muſt have e they were all eine | 
hang'd or tranſported, = | 

Play. Why then, friend, this is downright deep tra- 
gedy. The cataſtrophe is manifeſtly wrong, for an opera 

muſt end happily. 

Beg. Your objection, fir, is very juſt ; and is eafily 
removed: for you muſt allow, that in this kind of 
drama, tis no matter how abſurdly things are brought 
| about—So—you rabble there—run and cry a Reprieve 
let the priſoner be brought back to his wives in 


triumph, | . 
| 7 15 | 
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Play. All this we mut do to comply with the ade We 
the town, 


Beg. Through the whole piece you may obſerve ſuch 


a miar manners in high and low life, that it is 
difficult to determine whether (in the faſbionable vices) 


the tine-gentlemen imitate the gentlemen of the road, or 


the gentlemen of the road the fine gentlamen. —Had 


the play remain'd as I at firft intended, it would have 


carried a moſt excellent moral: tu ould LN ſhown that 


the lower ſort of people have their vices in a degree as. 


well as the rich ; and that they are puniſh'd for _ 


Enter to chew Macheath, unt rabble, Sc. 


Mack. So, it ſeems I am not left to my choice, but 
muſt have a wife at laſt.— Look ye, my dears, we will 


have no controverſy now. Let us give this day to mirth, 


and I am ſure ſhe who thinks herſe f my 8 will an 
her joy by a dance. 


All, Come, a dance dance. 


* 


Mach. Ladies, 1 kope you will give me leave to peet: > 


ſent a partner to each of you. And if 1 may without 
offence) for this time, 1 jake Pally for mine. ee 
tor life, you ſlut.— for we are really married. As 
for. che reſt. But at 4 6 Ja. own ſecret, — 


— 


EY 
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Arx LXIX. Lumps of pudding. &e. 5 


65 T 1 I. Hand like a Turk, with his doxies around ; 
From all fides their glances his paſſion confound ; 4 
For black, brown, and fatr, his inconſtancy burns, = 
And the different beauties ſubdue him by terns: 7 85 

., Each calls forth her cliarms, to provokeihis dgſires- 

: Though willing to all; but with one he retires,” , » 

But think of this maxim, and put of all ſorrow, 
The wretc of to- day, niay be gay to- rr). 


Chorus, Ben Aud 4 this maxim, E c. 
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